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	1. Chapter 1

Lee Stetson sat upright in bed, shaking. He had just had the most horrible nightmare. He had cried out in his dream, but what he wondered is if his cry had carried over into the real world. He glanced down at the sleeping figure next to him. _I guess not,_ He thought. _Amanda's a light sleeper. If I'd cried out, she'd be awake now_. He smiled as he gazed longingly at his sleeping wife. He couldn't wait until tomorrow when Amanda had her postpartum check-up. He missed making love to her and he knew she missed it too. He quietly slipped out of bed.

When she was sure he was out of sight, Amanda slipped out after him and followed him as he walked through the house. He crept first to Phillip's room. He panicked for a moment seeing the empty bed, before remembering that he and Jamie were spending a couple of nights with Joe. He breathed a sigh of relief. He couldn't believe what these nightmares were doing to his mind. He then made his way to the nursery. He walked in, saw the two cribs side by side, and glanced first at one, then the other. He noticed that his tiny daughter, Jennie, was awake. He walked over to her crib and picked her up before she had a chance to cry and wake her twin brother, Matt. He then went to the rocking chair sitting in the middle of the room and rocked gently with her in his arms, his nightmare forgotten for the moment.

He couldn't believe the miracle that unfolded before him every time he looked at his children. His life was so full now. He had a gorgeous, loving wife, two great teenage stepsons, two beautiful six-week-old babies, and a career that he loved.

The only thing he wished is that his parents could have lived to see their grandchildren. It wasn't fair. They were taken so young. They didn't really have much of a chance to live before they were killed. "Damn Blackthorne," he said, cursing the man who had taken his parents from him when he was only five. _No wonder I'm having nightmares again. All I can think about is how my mom and dad weren't able to be there for me when I was growing up. I just worry so much that that's one day going to happen with my own children._

"Don't worry, Jennie, my baby. I'm going to be here to watch you grow up." Amanda nodded, having heard what she needed to hear and went back to bed. 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

The following morning, in a secret CIA office, Jennifer Hamilton Stetson sat staring in disbelief at what she'd just been told. She stood up and slammed her fist on the desk.

"What do you mean, Thomas Blackthorne's been dead for two years?!" She exclaimed. "I should have been told about this! You mean to tell me that I've been hiding from him all this time when I could have spent that time looking for my son! I haven't seen him since he was five years old!" The man on the other side of the desk turned pale, but Jennifer didn't care. His father had helped her for years when she was in hiding. If her were still alive, this wouldn't have happened.

"I...I...I'm sorry, Ma'am," he stammered. "We just got this information today. It came from a top-secret government agency. They guard their records better than anybody else." He was getting rather annoyed with this woman, but he had promised his father that he would continue to help her. He just hoped no one would ever find out about it. He could lose his job. If it hadn't been for her excellent record with MI6 prior to the reports that were filed against her, he would never have taken such a chance, despite his father's dying wishes.

"So, what you're telling me is that your branch of the government doesn't communicate with their branch of the government?"

"Basically. All we really know is that some agent codenamed Scarecrow is the one who killed him. There was something about Blackthorne hiring a hit man to kill a political official and this agent shot him in self-defense."

"I see. And I don't suppose you've kept up on where my son is like you promised you would."

"Um..." He hesitated. "We've run every kind of background check on Lee Matthew Stetson that we can and well, it's...almost...well...almost like he doesn't exist. Even his driver's license records are sealed."

"I can't fathom how that could possibly be a problem for anyone at the CIA," she said haughtily. "Aren't you supposed to be the best at gathering intelligence?"

"We've tried, but all we keep getting is that to get any information on him, you have to have someone with a OSC-3 clearance or higher. There are very few people with security clearances that high the ones who have that aren't budging. All we really have are surveillance photos, but this guy, your son; he's like a spook. I have to wonder if he isn't an agent himself. Every time that we assign someone to him, he catches onto them and we have to start all over again. These pictures were taken about a year and a half ago at a DC restaurant called Emelio's." He handed her a picture of Lee sitting at the bar. Her heart leapt as she looked at the picture of Lee and saw her dead husband.

"He looks just like Matthew."

"Well, I don't know about that, Ma'am. I did talk to the bartender and he said that Mr. Stetson and his wife are regulars there."

"Lee's married?" _Of course he is, you bloody idiot_. she scolded herself. _He's not the child you left behind. He's almost thirty-eight years old. He's probably been married for years._

"According to the bartender, he is. Also, if you want to find out any information on the Blackthorne case, I suggest you contact this man." He said as he handed her a business card. She took it and looked at it.

"William Melrose?"

"Yes. He's the head of that Scarecrow guy's unit. He wouldn't tell me Scarecrow's name or anything though, just a bunch of bull about national security and all that jazz. Since your son's records are sealed, he may be able to help you there as well."

"You didn't tell him why you were asking about Blackthorne, did you?"

"Of course not. That might have jeopardized your safety."

"And the other matter?"

"I'm sorry. We haven't had any luck with that."

She'd had all she could take."I guess I'll bloody well have to handle it myself then." The young agent only stared at her. "This means I'm free to go now, right? The threat to me is over and I can safely try to find my son?"

"That's what it means. I wish you well, Mrs. Stetson.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Amanda Stetson sat at the bar of Emelio's, waiting for her husband. She kept looking at her watch and glancing at the door expectantly. Norman, the bartender, saw her nervousness and walked over.

"Relax, Amanda. He'll be here." He said, trying to ease her mind.

"I'm just a little concerned. I'm ten minutes late and he's still not here." She said; ready to panic if he didn't get there soon. The life of an agent was always unpredictable. She'd worried about him even more since she'd been on maternity leave and couldn't be there in the field with him. She couldn't wait to go back to work tomorrow, but tonight was just for her and Lee. Her mother had agreed to watch the twins for the night. She'd just gotten a release from her doctor today. She was so lost in her thoughts; she didn't notice the woman who was sitting beside her.

"He probably just got stuck in traffic or something." The phone rang. Norman answered it. "Emelio's, Norman speaking...Yeah, she's right here...hold on. Oh, Mrs. Stetson." He called out jokingly to Amanda. The woman beside Amanda looked up from her drink at that. "There's someone who'd like to talk to you."

"Who?"

"Mr. Stetson." He said, smiling as he handed her the phone.

"Hello?"

"Hi, Sweetheart, I'm sorry I'm late. I was wrapped up in something at work and lost track on time. I'm in the car on the way over there right now."

"Good. I was worried about you. I love you."

"I love you too." He said. "See you soon." She handed Norman the phone.

"Feel better, Amanda?"

"Yes. Thanks, Norman."

"Anytime. I've got to go check on these guys down at the end of the bar."

"OK." Amanda noticed that the woman next to her was staring at her. This annoyed her to no end. She was beginning to become paranoid when strangers stared at her because she never knew who she could trust. "Can I help you?" Amanda asked crisply.

"I'm sorry. I just overheard the bartender calling you Mrs. Stetson and I was thinking what an incredible coincidence it is." As she spoke, her British accent was undeniable.

"Really?" Amanda said sharply, still wondering what her intentions were. "How is that?"

"I'm a Mrs. Stetson too. Maybe there's some connection."

Amanda glanced at her warily. "I really don't think so. My husband's an orphan."

Jennifer's heart leapt as she thought that this woman's husband might well be the man she was looking for. "Well, maybe a distant relative then."

"I'm sorry to disappoint you, but the only family my husband has besides me and our children, is an uncle and he's not a Stetson."

_Children?_ Jennifer thought. _Am I a grandmother? No, probably not. That cheeky young man probably didn't know what he was talking about when he said Lee comes here._ That man wasn't anywhere near the agent his father had been, but what choice did she have? He was the only one she could trust at the time. She sighed.

"Hmmm. So sorry to have bothered you," She said as she made her way to the door, looking utterly defeated. 

Later that evening, Lee and Amanda were sitting in their favorite booth, drinking coffee, dinner long over.

"So, did Norman keep you entertained while you waited for me?" Lee asked.

"A little bit. You know the strangest thing happened tonight. There was this woman here earlier, about maybe 60 years old or so, who heard him call me Mrs. Stetson and insisted that we had to be related somehow. She seemed so...I don't know...almost heartbroken when I told her that you don't have any family."

"Sure, I do." He teased. "I have you and our four great kids."

"I meant besides us." She said exasperated.

**"**I know you did." He winked at her, smiling his special "for Amanda only" smile.

"I'm glad you think this is so amusing. You didn't see this woman tonight. She acted like she was searching for something or someone."

"She's probably just a lonely woman with no family left, who's looking for some kind of companionship."

"You're probably right. I just wish you could have seen her face. She looked so utterly lost."

"That's one of the things I love about you. You always feel the need to take care of people, even perfect strangers." He leaned across the table and kissed her gently.

"So, are you ready to go back to work tomorrow?"

"Yes and no. I miss the agency, but I'm not sure I'm ready to leave Matt and Jennie alone."

"They'll hardly be alone. They have the most doting grandmother I've ever seen. She's probably got them all tucked into bed safe and sound at her house." After their secrets had been revealed upon Amanda discovering she was pregnant, they'd sold the house on Maplewood and bought a ranch with an old carriage house out back where Dotty was now living. They had plenty of room in the main house, but Dotty had insisted that they needed more privacy yet she still lived close enough to watch the kids when Lee and Amanda were gone.

"It's too bad your parents didn't live long enough to see their grandchildren. I'm sure they'd have been tickled pink."

"Yeah."

"I bet they'd be thrilled to see the fine man you've become." He nodded sadly.

"Amanda, why are you bringing this up?"

She gently took one of his hands in hers."Lee, I know you've been having nightmares again."

"Nightmares?" He said innocently as he took a sip of his coffee.

"Don't try to deny it. You've woken up in the middle of the night shaking every night for the past two months."

"I thought you were still asleep."

"I know you did. I was hoping you'd confide in me on your own. You can trust me, remember?" She reached for his other hand and squeezed it gently.

"I know. It's just hard to talk about."

"That's what I'm here for. Why won't you talk to me about what's troubling you?"

"It's not important really. It just goes back to an old daydream of mine when I was a kid."

"You want to tell me about it?" she probed. She had to help him through this. It was killing her to see the pain on his face every night.

"Why? It's silly, honestly."

"Because something is causing you to have those nightmares; it might help to talk about it."

"Well, when I was a kid, I used to have this fantasy that my parents weren't really dead, but that they were out there somewhere hiding from the bad guys and that they were going to come back for me one day and we'd be a real family. Crazy, huh?"

"Not at all."

"You didn't know you married such a fruitcake, did you?" He asked her as he hung his head. She picked up his chin and looked deeply into his eyes.

"I don't think you're a fruitcake, Sweetheart. I think you just had the kind of daydreams that any kid in your circumstances would have had."

"It's just that since right before the twins were born, I keep having this fear of history repeating itself. That with you and I both being agents like my parents were that we'll someday leave them to be raised by someone else, just like what happened to me."

"That's not going to happen to us."

"How can you be so sure? We deal with a bunch of nuts out there."

"How many times have you heard Billy say that you and I are the best agent team he's got?"

"I don't know. How many cases have we solved together over the last five years?"

"Hundreds."

"Then there you go. That's how many times Billy's said it, but just because he says it, doesn't mean I believe it. I just have this terrible feeling that something is going to happen and it has something to do with my parents."

"Well, you're not going to do anybody any good if all you do is worry. Why don't we go home? I went shopping today after my appointment and I think I've got just the thing to cheer you up."

"Really?" He asked, raising a curious eyebrow.

"Really," She said with a mischievous grin. "Now, Come on."


	2. Chapter 2

_Amanda was right_, Lee thought as he watched her modeling her newest piece of lingerie. _She definitely has the cure for my blues._

"So, what do you think?"

His breath caught in his throat. "I think it's been far too long." he said longingly as he pulled her into his arms and kissed her hungrily. He pulled back for a moment. "Are you sure everything's ok? I don't want to hurt you." He asked as he gently stroked her face.

"Yes, I'm sure. The doctor says I'm completely healed. You have nothing to worry about."

"Are you sure?" He asked again a little skeptical. He remembered everything she'd gone through having the twins and he worried that there hadn't been enough time for her to heal. Amanda sighed in frustration.

"Would you just stop worrying? I'm fine. I promise." She kissed him and gently pushed him backwards onto the bed and kissed him passionately.

"You're getting a little aggressive, aren't you, Mrs. Stetson?" He asked in between kisses.

"Is that a problem for you, Mr. Stetson?" she teased as she stripped him of his tie and started unbuttoning his shirt.

"Not at all," He said as he pulled her down on top of him and kissed her again.

"Besides, I think I'm getting a little rusty on the whole undercover bit. I've been away from The Agency so long; I think I may need to show me a few things."

"My pleasure." he whispered as he rose with Amanda in his arms. He pulled back the covers on the bed and laid her down gently. He gazed at her, his eyes burning with desire. "The hardest part of undercover work is making it convincing." He said huskily as he leaned over her and kissed her. Amanda sat up, undid the last button on his shirt, and threw it to the floor. She kissed his now bare chest and trailed kisses down his body until she was stopped by the button on his slacks.

"Convinced yet?" she asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"I don't know. I think I might need a little more convincing."

"Oh, is that so? I think I can handle that." She said as she reached for the pesky button that had gotten in her way. She slipped her hand inside as she kissed him hard. He wrapped his arms around her.

"I'm convinced." He said with a groan. "Now, allow me to teach you the finer points of undercover work." He flipped her onto her back and kissed her again.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

At the agency, the following morning, Francine walked into the Q Bureau while Lee was working on some paperwork. Lee looked up with a grin on his face, expecting to see Amanda.

"Well, don't you look like the cat that swallowed the canary?" Francine commented. His smile grew wider.

"And why shouldn't I? I've got everything I ever wanted in life." Amanda entered the room just then.

"Good morning, Francine." Amanda said cheerfully.

"Aha! So that's it."

"What?" Amanda asked, looking confused.

"Oh, I was just speculating on the ear to ear grin Lee's wearing this morning."

"Oh, I see..."

"Since you're back to work, I take it your doctor gave you a clean bill of health."

"Yes, he certainly did," Amanda replied with a smile at Lee who smiled back.

"Should I leave you two alone?"

"Not at all, Francine," Lee said. "We all need to get downstairs, anyway. Out staff meeting is starting in ten minutes."

"I almost forgot the reason I came up here. I came to bring you the file on Martin D'Angelo." Lee groaned.

"Great," he said, less than thrilled.

"Have fun!" Francine said as she breezed out the door.

"What is it?" Amanda inquired.

"Oh, just this dead-end case that I've been working on," Lee answered. "Supposedly this D'Angelo character has been involved in some hired hits on high-ranking political officials, but we can't nail anything concrete down on him."

"Hmmm," Amanda said thoughtfully. "Well, we'd better get to our meeting." 

In the conference room an hour later, the meeting was breaking up. All the agents were filing out of the door when Billy stopped Amanda.

"Amanda, I need to see you for a moment." Lee stopped, curious.

"What is it, Sir?" Amanda asked.

"I have an assignment for you since Lee's wrapped up with the D'Angelo case."

"What kind of assignment?" Lee demanded. He didn't want Amanda doing anything that would get her into trouble if he wasn't going to be there to protect her.

"Nothing major, just a little research assignment," Billy reassured Lee. He knew how fiercely protective he was of his wife. He really couldn't blame him. He'd feel the same way if it were Jeannie in Amanda's position. "It shouldn't take more than a day or two. By then, you should have D'Angelo wrapped up."

"I doubt that. I don't seem to be getting anywhere with it."

"Well, then if she gets her assignment wrapped up first, she can help you with yours."

"Why can't she just join me on this one? We're supposed to be partners."

"Why can't you just follow orders for once? I need Amanda on this assignment and you're busy with this other thing, so there shouldn't be a problem. Now, I suggest you get back to work on your own assignment and not worry do much about what Amanda's assignment is."

"Yes, Sir." He grumbled as he left the room.

"Now, Amanda. This shouldn't be anything too difficult. This woman came to see me this morning. She's been in the protective custody of the CIA for years and it's just become safe for her to come out of hiding. She's trying to find her family, but apparently, the CIA agent she's been working with has come up against a brick wall in locating them. She was separated from them more than thirty years ago.

"Separated how?"

"I didn't get all the details," Billy said evasively, knowing exactly what was going on once he'd seen the CIA file, but he knew that Lee wouldn't be able to handle this one. This would take Amanda's gentler touch. "I'll leave that up to you. Here's the address of the safe house where she's staying. You'll need to interview her to find out what you need to know. Good luck!"

"Thank you, Sir." 

Amanda knocked on the door of a tiny house. She was surprised to find the door answered by the same woman she'd met at Emelio's the previous evening.

"I'm sorry. I must have the wrong house. I was looking for..." she consulted the paper Billy had given her. "...Jenna Davis."

"That's me. What can I do for you?" Amanda reached for her badge and showed it to her.

"I'm Amanda Stetson, but I guess you already know that from last night. I'm with The Agency. Mr. Melrose sent me."

"Please come in." she opened the door wider. Amanda put her badge away and went in.

"I thought you said last night that your name was Stetson."

"It is. I mean, it was. I don't know. The CIA told me that I shouldn't use my real name because I was in danger. When I talked to your Mr. Melrose this morning, I wasn't sure if I could trust him so I gave him the alias I've been using for the past thirty-three years."

"I see. How can I help you?"

"I just want to find my son, if he's still alive that is, the people I was running from may have killed him. I don't know. I just want to know what happened to him. I was told that he and his wife like to go to Emelio's. That's why, when I heard that bartender call you Mrs. Stetson last night, I jumped on you. I apologize for that."

"That's ok. I've got kids of my own. I'd probably feel the same way if I were separated from one of them."

"How many children do you have?"

"Four, but I'm not here to talk about my children. I'm here to learn about your child. And remember, the more I know, the more I can help."

"Ok. Well, my late husband is the one who got me into this business. I was just a civilian, minding my own business and I got involved in something that was way over my head." Amanda laughed as she remembered how she'd become an agent. "What's so funny?"

"That's actually how I got involved in the spy business too. I met my husband at the train station. He was being chased by these guys and he handed me a package and told me to get on the train and give it to the man in the red hat. The only problem was that there were twenty-five men on that train with red hats. The next thing I knew, this annoying man was hounding me for that package." Jennifer laughed.

"That sounds just like how I met my husband, but we were in London, during the war. I was walking down the street, just minding my own business when..."

"...This cheeky yank stopped you." Amanda finished for her, reality dawning on her. Amanda was stunned. "Then, he handed you a letter to deliver to the prime minister."

It was Jennifer's turn to be stunned. "Yes... but how did you know?"

"You're Jennifer Hamilton-Stetson, aren't you?"

"Yes. But how..."

"I've read your diary."

"My diary?"

"Yes, and in it you wrote a very personal letter to your son, Lee, in which you told him how you really met his father."

"But...but, how did you have access to my diary? I thought that was gone long ago."

"It's a long story, but it goes back to the last case you and your husband were working on before the accident."

"That car accident was supposed to have killed Matthew and me, only I survived."

"Why don't we talk about that for a minute? Tell me how you survived that terrible car wreck."

"I will, if you'll tell me one thing first."

"Ok."

"How do you know so much about me? I mean how on earth did you get your hands on my diary?" She knew she sounded defensive but she couldn't help it. She felt as if her privacy had been invaded. "Did someone find it and start using it as a training tool to show new agents how not to act?"

"No, nothing like that. Your son, Lee, is my partner...and also my husband."

"You mean. he's an agent?"

"Yes, he is. He's one of the best. Every intelligence operative in the world has heard of the famous Scarecrow."

"Are you saying my son is Scarecrow? I've heard of The Scarecrow."

"Yes, he is." Tears welled up in Jennifer's eyes as she thought of the years that had gone by and all Lee must have seen in those years. "I know this must be very difficult for you, but please tell me about the wreck. Try to remember as much as you can."

"Oh, yes, of course." she said as she brushed her tears away. "I honestly don't know how I survived the crash. All I remember is seeing blinding headlights coming toward us. I screamed and then the next thing I remember is being in a hospital, not knowing who I was or how I'd gotten there. I was told that I'd been pulled out of a burning car, but that's all I knew. I had no memory of my husband, my son, or my job, or even the wreck that had sent me to the hospital." Amanda nodded as she remembered her own bout with amnesia a few years ago. "I was in the hospital for several months as I had been severely burned. I don't even know how long I was in the hospital for sure. It wasn't until almost two years after I got out of the hospital that I started remembering things, little by little. By the time I had all of my memory back, Lee was already living with my husband's half-brother, Robert Clayton. I soon got in touch with some of my old CIA contacts and found out that Thomas Blackthorne was still up to no good. Not only that, but also Matthew and I had been set up. He'd made it look like we were double agents during the war."

"I know. I helped Lee with that case, helped him clear your names."

"That made it very difficult for me. I had a few friends in the CIA who didn't believe the charges and were able to help me, but they couldn't fight to get the charges turned around because all the evidence we had against Blackthorne was burned up in that car."

"Not all of it. We found some things in your office in the basement of your old house."

"So, that's where you got my diary."

"Yes."

"The thing is, the house has already been sold and without the government backing me up, I couldn't exactly go charging in there to get the papers I needed. So, I was stuck."

"Why didn't you ever tell Lee you were still alive? He had nightmares for years because of what happened to you and his father."

"I wanted to, but I didn't want to get him killed. If Blackthorne had known that I was still alive, he would've tried again and again to kill me so that I couldn't expose him. The way that man was, he wouldn't have hesitated to use Lee against me and he was so young. I wanted him to have a better life than just running around hiding from Blackthorne."

"He's going to be very hurt and very angry when he finds out." Amanda pointed out.

"I don't know that I believe that. He was always a sweet little boy, mischievous as little boys often are, but sweet."

"I know Lee. He's not the sweet little boy he once was. He's had a lot happen to him since then. He's not going to take this lightly. He missed out on a lot when he was growing up. That's probably why he's so protective of our family. He never had a family when he was a kid and he doesn't want our children to go through what he went through."

"Please tell me about your children." She was dying to know about her grandchildren.

"What is it you want to know?"

"Anything and everything."

"Well, as I said before we have four children. Lee is so happy. He is absolutely the best father. I've never seen him as happy as he is now. It's like he finally has what he's been waiting for his whole life."

"You sound like you know him very well. You sound like you've been married for a long time."

"Just a little over a year, actually. Our first anniversary was about two months ago."

"Really?" she asked, looking confused.

"Really."

"Wait a minute! You've been married only a year and you have four children? How is that possible?"

"The two older boys, Phillip and Jamie are my boys from my first marriage, but Lee loves them as if they were his own. Phillip's 15 and Jamie's going to be 13 in November. Then Lee and I have our twins, Matt and Jennie. They're just six weeks old."

"You named them after us," she said, deeply touched.

"Yes. Lee and I both felt that since you weren't around to be a part of their lives that we could at least give them that part of their grandparents." It took all the strength Jennifer had not to break down and cry then and there.

"So, he's happy?"

"Yes, very much so."

"That's all I wanted to know. Thank you, Mrs. Stetson. I'm so glad to have met you. Now, I can rest a little easier knowing that."

"What? That's it? Are you saying that after everything he's been through, you don't want to be a part of his life?" She shook her head.

"The only reason I wanted to find him is to know if he's dead or alive and if he's happy and he obviously is. It sounds like you and my son have built a wonderful life together. I don't want to disrupt that."

"I don't believe this! Here, all the problems he's had in his life are because he didn't have you and his father to rely on and you're just going to run out on him again and not even let him know that you're alive?"

"Please, Mrs. Stetson..."

"First of all, stop with the Mrs. Stetson bit. My name is Amanda and I am your daughter-in-law. I think you could at least call me by my first name."

"Of course, Amanda. Thank you. I really appreciate the information you've given me. I'll see you out now," she said abruptly as she rose.

Amanda didn't budge. She wasn't about to be put off that easily. "Are you trying to tell me that you've been away from your son for more than thirty years and you don't even want to see him to see what kind of a man he's become?"

Jennifer softened slightly. "I can already see that just by looking at the woman he chose to spend his life with. Lee is lucky to have you. And yes, I would like very much to meet him, but I don't see how that is possible. If he's anything like you say he is, he won't even want to speak to me."

"Don't worry about it. I'll find a way."


	3. Chapter 3

Jennifer sat staring at her daughter-in-law, not knowing what to think. She'd never met anyone like this woman before. "Why do you care so much about this? Why can't you just let it go?"

"Because I know how important this is to Lee. I don't want to see him hurt again."

"That's exactly why I must stay away from him. Seeing me again and knowing that I've lied to him all these years is just going to hurt him."

"You may think you're doing what's best for Lee, but I think you're wrong."

"No. He was always a sensitive boy. This would devastate him."

"You only remember the boy he used to be. You don't know anything about the kind of man he became. He's strong. Sure, he'll probably be angry at first, but I know Lee better than anyone does and I know that family is the most important thing to him. He's not going to turn his back on you, no matter what."

"I can't. I just can't." She turned away from Amanda. She'd made up her mind. She wasn't going to be bullied.

Amanda was getting irritated. She was used to getting just what she wanted and she wasn't about to back down. "I see. Well, if you won't do it for Lee, then do it for your grandchildren. At least give my children the opportunity to get to know their grandmother." Jennifer turned back to her, her eyes again filling with tears. Amanda reached into her purse, pulled out a picture of all four children together, and handed it to Jennifer. "Look at those little angels. Are you honestly going to tell me that you don't want to be a part of their lives?" Jennifer looked longingly at the photograph in her hand and blinked back the tears that threatened to fall. She knew that Amanda had won.

"All right. You win. Let's go."

"Great!"

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

At the agency, Lee had dozed off on the couch in the Q bureau, looking at the old CIA folder on his father. He woke with a start and cried out for his mother as he'd done the previous morning when he woke up. Francine came running into the room, wondering what was going on.

"Lee? Are you ok? I was just down the hall and I heard you yelling."

"I...I just dozed off on the couch here and I fell off and hit my head." He said rubbing his head for effect.

"It sounded like you were yelling 'Mommy.'"

"Nope. Francine, I think you might need a checkup or something. You seem to be hearing things." He said, as he ran his fingers through his hair.

"Are you sure you're ok?"

"Sure. No problem."

"Ok." She said, still unsure."

"I'm fine, really. Go on back to whatever you were doing."

"Ok." she said as she left.

Lee stood up and started pacing. "What the hell is wrong with me?"

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

A short while later, Amanda and Jennifer were walking in the Stetsons' front door.

"Hi, Sweetheart," Dotty called. "You're home early." She came down the stairs with Matthew in her arms.

"I wanted to bring someone with me to meet the kids."

"Well, Jennie's asleep, but this little angel is wide awake." Dotty walked toward the living room with the baby. Amanda and Jennifer followed.

Jennifer smiled as she looked at Matthew. _So, this is my grandson,_ she thought. _He looks just like Lee did when he was a baby._

"So who's your friend?" Dotty asked, breaking Jennifer out of her thoughts.

"Jenna Davis" Jennifer said. She noticed Amanda shaking her head.

"Tell her the truth." Amanda scolded her mother-in-law.

"Just like that? I suppose you'd have me tell Lee the truth right away too?" Amanda shook her head in disbelief. She couldn't imagine spending thirty years away from her children and not wanting them to know who she was.

Dotty was getting really curious now. "Is this one of your spy friends, Amanda?" Amanda walked over to her mother and picked up her infant son. She knew what she was about to tell Dotty was going to be a shock and she didn't want to see her drop the baby.

"Mother, this is Jennifer Stetson. She's Lee's mother.

Dotty sat looking at Jennifer, not knowing what to think. "I don't understand." she said. "How is this possible? I thought Lee's parents were both dead." 

"I almost was dead." Jennifer said. "It took me a long time to recover and when I did, it took me even longer to remember what had happened to me and what my life was like before. I didn't regain my full memory until two years after the accident."

"Does Lee know about this?" Dotty queried looking at her daughter in concern.

Amanda shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "Not yet. I just found out myself an hour ago. I think we need to figure out a way to break the news gently. He's been hurt so much and he's so happy with the kids and me. It's taken me forever to get him to trust people and this is going to be one more thing to make him trust people even less. I don't want to drop this in his lap without preparing him for it somehow. It's going to be a blow to him as it is. I mean, after all this is hardly the kind of the you just want to just blurt out."

Jennifer was amused by her daughter-in-law's rambling. She couldn't figure out how she could say so much without stopping to catch her breath. "I agree with Amanda. I think this it's best if this is something that Lee is introduced to gradually. I know he's going to resent me as it is, I just don't want him to throw me out without having a chance to explain everything to him. He was so little when his father and I were in that accident."

"With all due respect, Jennifer, you and I both know that that car wreck was no accident. It was planned to get you and your husband out of the way. I've seen enough of those kind of accidents since I've been with The Agency to know better."

Dotty was silent. For the first time in her life, she was utterly speechless. Amanda went to her, hoping to explain things a little better. "You see Mother, this is why Lee and I felt the need to keep our marriage a secret. The life of a spy isn't something that goes too well with family life. Lee's parents were taken from him when he was a small child. We didn't want the same thing to happen to the boys."

Dotty nodded then spoke. "But you are going to tell him the truth?"

"Yes, of course. As soon as I figure out the best way to do it."

"I mean you should know as well as anyone what keeping secrets does in the long run."

"Yes," Amanda replied. She knew all too well what could happen. Sometimes she still wondered if her mother had forgiven her for keeping her marriage to Lee a secret. "Don't worry, Mother. Everything will be fine. I'm sure of it." 

Later, that afternoon, Amanda wasn't so sure. She was fidgeting nervously as she was preparing dinner for the family. Jennifer had spent an enjoyable day getting to know Amanda and was anxiously awaiting the arrival of the rest of her family.

"Didn't you say the two older boys got out of school a while ago? Shouldn't they have been here by now?" she asked, looking at her watch.

"They've spent the past few days with their father, so it'll take them a little longer. He lives outside of their school district so he'll have to pick them up from school, then take them back to his house to collect their things and bring them back here."

"I see," she stated a little surprised.

"Is something wrong?"

"No. I just assumed when you told me you'd been married before that you were widowed. I didn't realize you were divorced."

Amanda didn't quite know what to say to that. "I hope you're not thinking less of me now that you know I'm divorced."

"Not at all, Amanda. It just surprised me, that's all." She'd only just started to get to know her daughter-un-law, but couldn't imagine why anyone wouldn't instantly fall in love with her. She could already see that she had the warmest and giving heart of anyone she'd ever met.

"Believe me, it's not as if Joe and I didn't try to make things work. We did. Our lives just went in different directions. He was traveling all the time with work, I was at home with the boys, and we kind of grew apart. I'll be honest with you, he wasn't the greatest of husbands, but he's a good father to Phillip and Jamie. I usually don't like him to have them on school nights though, but last night was kind of a special occasion. Lee and I wanted to spend a little time alone."

"I can tell you're a good mother. You care very much about your children. They're lucky to have you."

"Well, thank you." Amanda said, flattered by the compliment. "I just try to do the best I can. I feel a little guilty about going back to work and leaving them with my mother, but I really miss The Agency. I've spent a good portion of the last five years there."

"I understand." Jennifer replied. "I've actually missed working all these years. I've felt so isolated from everything I've ever known."

"I don't know how you managed to keep your sanity. I don't know what I'd do if I were away from my children that long. Sometimes it's hard enough to away from them just during the workday."

"Not a day went by that I didn't think of Lee and wonder what he was doing, although I never thought he would choose to follow in our footsteps."

"He told me once that that was all he ever wanted to do. I know it made him feel better a couple of years ago when he finally caught Blackthorn and was able to clear you and his father of any wrongdoing. It had been torturing him for years. He went through hell trying to remember the details of the night you were killed, but he was so young."

"I wish to God we'd never gone out to see Blackthorn that night: then my boy never would've had to struggle."

"Don't think that way. It's probably better this way. He's a stronger person for the life he led. He's a wonderful husband, a loving father and a fine agent. In fact he's the one who trained me."

Their conversation was interrupted by Lee's voice from the front door calling" Daddy's home." Jennie Stetson felt her heart leap at hearing the voice so similar to her own husband's echoing the same words he said everyday when returning home.

Amanda took a deep breath and braced herself. This wasn't going to be easy.


	4. Chapter 4

Amanda took a deep breath and called, "In the kitchen, Sweetheart!"

Lee entered the room to find his wife at the kitchen counter chopping veggies for a salad. He slipped her arms around her waist from behind and softly nuzzled her neck. "Hi," he said.

"Hi, yourself," she replied turning in his arms to kiss him. Lee slid one hand to the back of her neck to deepen their kiss, tangling his fingers in her chestnut curls. When they pulled apart, Amanda said, "Wow, what was that for?"

"I just missed you," He said with a smile. "You never came back to the office today."

"Lee, I've been off work for over two months now. Surely, you can handle one more day without me," she said as she turned back to her dinner preparations.

"I know you have been and our office has been damn lonely without you in it."

"You've had Francine to keep you company," she reminded him.

"Yeah, but it's not as fun locking the door with her in the office," Lee said with a rakish grin he said as he grabbed her by the waist again.

"Stop it!"Amanda squealed, playfully slapping at his hands. "You just behave yourself."

"I couldn't agree more," Dotty said with a mirthful grin as she entered the room with baby Jennie in her arms. "Seeing as how I have two new grandchildren, I'd say you two have had just about enough of that."

"Never!" Lee and Amanda said simultaneously then looked at each other and laughed. Amanda turned back to her task as Lee turned his attention to his mother-in-law and the tiny bundle in her arms.

Jennifer had been watching this scene unfold with a silent smile at the playful interaction between husband and wife. _My boy's in love,_ she thought. She glanced down at her tiny grandson in her arms and smiled her mind reflecting back to when she'd held her own son just like that.

"At least I know one girl in this family who doesn't mind me giving her attention," Lee said with a smile as he scooped his daughter up from his mother-in-law's arms. "How's Daddy's girl," he cooed to his infant daughter as he cradled her to him.

"Oh, so, you can just replace me, just like that," Amanda teased.

"Uh-uh," he said as he planted a quick kiss to her lips. "You, my Amanda, are irreplaceable."

"Good, you better remember that, Scarecrow," she said. "Now, go on and let me work or you won't be getting any dinner tonight."

"Maybe we should just skip dinner and go straight to dessert," He murmured against her ear with a mischievous grin.

"Then who would feed the boys? Growing teenagers, remember? Now, go," she said as she playfully swatted him on the butt.

"Ok, ok, I'm going," Lee pouted as he turned his back on his wife and toward the two older women. "Who's your friend?" he said to Dotty with a nod toward the darker-haired of the two who was holding his son.

"Oh, she's not _my_ friend," Dotty answered hesitantly unsure of what to say. "Here, let me take them. You two need to talk," she said as she took both babies and exited the room with one grandchild in each arm.

"What was that all about," Lee said with a shake of his head. He then glanced at his wife. "Does our mystery guest here have something to do with that "special" assignment Billy sent you on today?"

"Actually, yes," Amanda said with a pointed look at her mother-in-law. Jennifer looked warily at Amanda who nodded encouragingly.

"Hello, Mr. Stetson, Jenna Davis" Jennie said and at seeing Amanda roll her eyes and give her a reproachful look cringed guiltily. "Your lovely wife has been of great help to me today..."

Lee's eyes widened in shock: then closed tightly as memories of his childhood assaulted his mind.

September 16, 1955

_Five-year-old Lee Stetson had gotten out of bed awakened by a bad dream and had crept down the stairs to hear his parents arguing._

_"Jennie, My Love, I understand where you're going with this, but I don't trust the man!"Matt was saying_

_"Trust or not, he could be of great help to us in nailing Blackthorne once and for all."_

_"No, it's too risky," he argued with his wife._

_"Matthew Davis Stetson, you are not going to win this argument. If you weren't so damned stubborn, you'd see that D'Angelo's the only option we've got!"_

At the mention of the name, D'Angelo, Lee's mind snapped back to the present and realized that she was still talking.

"...she was kind enough to invite me to join your family for dinner."

"Well, I'm un-inviting you," Lee growled. "Get out!"

"Lee!" Amanda scolded.

"Did you think I wouldn't figure it out just because your looks have changed? The second I heard your voice I knew! I've heard your voice so...so many times in my dreams since I was a kid, I'd know it anywhere. How...? His voice broke and he could no longer continue as he fought back tears.

"Lee, Sweetheart," Amanda said as she wrapped her arms around him. _So much for breaking the news gently, _she thought in dismay.

Lee shook her off. "Don't, Amanda," he choked out. "I don't need your mothering right now." He ran his finger through his hair as he often did when he was angry or frustrated. "That's my whole problem, isn't it? That's what Pfaff keeps saying, that I've had a lack of mothering in my life." He turned his attention back to his mother and spat out. "When all this time, you've been alive. I could have had what I've been missing and now you just turn up here in my home...We named our daughter after you as a tribute to the sacrifice you made for this country, but you didn't really sacrifice anything, did you?" Before giving Jennie a chance to respond, he turned his anger and hurt on Amanda. "You knew, didn't you?"

"Lee, stop, I know you're angry and upset, but please give her a chance to explain what's she's been through. There's a perfectly logical explanation for all of this, one that I'm sure you'll understand if you give her a chance."

"Angry, Amanda," He said incredulously. "That's the understatement of the century. Angry doesn't begin to cover it! As for what she's been through, I don't give a damn! She certainly didn't give a damn about what I went through growing up without a mother!"

"Lee, I know this is difficult for you," Amanda said soothingly.

"What the hell would you know about it? You grew up with a normal family with a mother and a father! You don't have one dame clue what it's like not to have that!"

"No, I don't," she admitted his anger not diminishing her calm tone. "But I do know you and I know the pain this has caused you and I want to help you get through this, help you and your mother reconnect."

"Amanda Stetson, the eternal optimist," he ground out through clenched teeth. "If you think that's ever going to happen, that's more than just your typical optimism, that's downright insane! I want her out of here! I don't need someone in my life who abandoned me!" Lee shouted as he stormed out of the room.


	5. Chapter 5

Lee stepped into the nursery, his thoughts whirling. _What the hell was going on? How could he have been an intelligence operative all this time and not know that his mother was still alive? Was his father still alive and in hiding somewhere too? No, _he argued with himself. _He couldn't be. Wouldn't they be together if he were? Why hasn't she ever tried to contact him all this time, let him know that she was still alive? _Lee let out a deep sigh.

"Are you ok," Dotty asked him pulling him out of his reverie.

Lee glanced at her. He'd been so lost in his own thoughts that he hadn't even noticed that Dotty was sitting in the rocking chair with one of his babies in each arm. Seeing his children made him smile in spite of the turmoil he was feeling. That was why he had come in here in the first place. Even though it was chaotic at times, having two babies at once, they had a calming influence on him. "Here, let me help. You kept them for the entire night. You shouldn't have to handle them all by yourself just because of my personal drama."

"Well, they're both sleeping now. Besides, I don't mind. I love my grandchildren and I love being a part of their lives," Dotty replied.

"I know you do," he said softly as he lifted his sleeping son from his mother-in-law's arms, gently laid him in his crib and gazed down at him while he slept.

Dotty rose from the rocking chair and laid Jennie in her crib, then approached Lee, gently laying a hand on his shoulder. "You know there's another grandmother out there who would probably love it just as much if you'd give her a chance," Dotty pointed out.

Lee turned to face Dotty and said, "She hasn't earned the right. You, on the other hand, have. You've always been there. You even accepted the fact that Amanda and I got married without your knowledge and forgave us for lying to you about it for six months. You welcomed me into this family with open arms, while she's done nothing but lie to me for damn near 33 years. You've been more like a mother to me in the past year or so than she's been my whole life."

"I can certainly understand why you would feel that way, but aren't you being a little hypocritical?" Dotty said pointedly.

"Hypocritical," Lee said incredulously.

"Yes, Lee," Dotty said. "You said it yourself. You and Amanda lied to me, to the boys, to everyone around you for six months, hiding your marriage. I sometimes wonder even now if you'd have ever told the truth if Amanda hadn't become pregnant with the twins."

Lee's mind drifted back to that fateful day last August when they knew without a doubt that the mystery marriage had to end.

August 13, 1987

_Lee puttered nervously around his apartment waiting for his wife to arrive to celebrate their six-month wedding anniversary. They had managed to take a long weekend at the same time that Phillip and Jamie were spending the last part of their summer vacation with their father. He surveyed the room wanting everything to be perfect, champagne was chilling in an ice bucket, the room lit with only candlelight creating the perfect romantic glow, dinner was in the over being kept warm, the dining table set, soft music playing low in the background. _

_Everything looks good, he thought with a smile. All that was missing was his wife. What was keeping her? He picked up the phone and was just about to dial when she let herself in dropping her keys on the entry table and her overnight bag and purse to the floor. He rushed to her, pulled her into his arms and kissed her feverishly, a low growl emanating from him, Amanda sighing in response. He remembered the disappointment he felt when she abruptly pulled away. _

_"Lee, stop," she said gently pushing on his chest. "I need to talk to you."_

_"We can talk later," Lee said as he nuzzled her neck. "I've missed you like crazy. It's been nearly two months," he murmured against her skin._

_Amanda pushed more forcefully on his chest and replied. "I know it has and I've missed you like crazy too, but there's something I have to tell you that just can't wait. I...um...I got some news today. Can we sit for a minute?" She indicated the couch._

_"Yeah, sure," Lee said worriedly no liking the seriousness in her tone or the nervousness he saw in her eyes. He took her hand in his, led her to the couch and they sat down together facing one another. "What is it? Is something wrong? Did something happen to one of the kids, your mother?"_

_"No, everybody's fine."_

_"Then what's going on?" He began to panic as he remembered she'd just had her annual agency physical. "Oh, God, your physical," he said. "They found something, didn't they?"_

_"Uh...yeah...they did."_

_"What is it? What did they find? Are you ok? Is this another Russian virus thing? Are you gonna' die? Or maybe something left over from your shooting? Are you in pain?"_

_"Lee, calm down and stop with the questions for a second. I'm fine, not going to die, no virus and I'm completely healed from the shooting. It's nothing life-threatening."_

_"Then why do you look so worried?"_

_"I'm pregnant."_

Lee snapped back to the present to hear Dotty still talking. It took him a moment to register what she was saying as his mind was still focused on how much those two words from Amanda's mouth had changed everything. He shook off the memories to concentrate on what his mother-in-law was saying.

"...I admit that I was thrown by the whole thing, especially since I'd been dropping very loud hints that the two of you should settle down, but when you explained what you really do for a living and the danger it involved, I understood. That's why I was able to forgive you. Besides, that's what family does. You forgive and forget. You realize that everybody makes mistakes and I realized that you kept the secrets that you did to protect the family. Now, I don't know why your mother did what she did, but since she's a spy too, isn't it logical to think that in keeping her secrets, she was trying to protect you just like you and Amanda were trying to protect Phillip and Jamie in keeping yours?"

"Maybe," Lee said. He had to admit that she had a point, and hadn't Amanda said that he should let his mother explain herself so that he could understand what she'd gone through over the past thirty years?

While Lee was having a heart-to heart with his mother-in-law, Amanda was stewing in the kitchen with hers. "Well, that certainly went well," she said sarcastically.

"He's right," Jennie said softly. "He has every right to feel that I abandoned him. I...I should go. In fact, I never should have come here. I knew it was a grave mistake from the start. I should never have let you talk me into this."

"No," Amanda argued with a firm shake of her head. "You are _not _leaving."

"You heard what he said," Jennie argued back. "He told me to get out, told you to make sure that I left."

"Well, this is _my_ home too and you're a welcome guest in it. I'll talk to him. If anyone can get through to him, I can. Don't you go anywhere," Amanda started to follow her husband, but was abruptly halted by the sound of Phillip and Jamie running in through the front door.

"Hey, No running in the house," Joe King shouted.

"Hold that thought," Amanda said. "Phillip! Jamie! Get in here!" When both boys entered the room she said, "What's rule do we have here about tearing through the house like wild animals?"

"Don't do it," Phillip said as Jamie replied, "Don't run in the house."

"Good, glad you both understand that. Now, dinner will be ready in a few minutes. I want you guys to go put your stuff up and get cleaned up before then."

"Yes, Mom," they both answered as they exited the room.

"I don't know how you do this day in, day out," Joe said as he entered the room with his wife, Carrie, on his arm. "They wore me out in just three days."

"You get lots of practice when you raise two boys by yourself," Amanda answered, her statement coming out a bit harsher than she'd intended.

"Ouch," Joe said.

"I'm sorry, Joe. I didn't mean it the way it sounded. We've just got a bit of family drama going on here today. Thank you for keeping the boys for an extra day."

"What's the matter, Amanda?" Carrie asked in concern. "Did your romantic night out not go as planned?"

"Oh, no, it was great. It was wonderful, in fact," she said with a smile as she briefly reflected on the evening's events. "Just other stuff going on."

"Work-related stuff," Joe queried a little worriedly. "Is there some kind of danger? Should we keep the boys longer?"

"No, nothing like that," Amanda answered. "I'll fill you in another time. Right now, I have to do some damage control."

"That's not necessary, Amanda," Lee said from behind her as he entered the room, Dotty with him. "Hello, Joe, Carrie," he said with a nod toward both of them.

"Lee," Joe said with a cordial nod. "You know, it seems you've got some stuff going on so we should probably go," he added awkwardly.

"Good idea," Lee said as he moved closer to his wife. Jennie watched the interaction silently and couldn't help noticing the tension between the two men.

"Amanda, I'll call you later to arrange our next visit with the boys.

"Ok," Amanda said with a nod and Joe and Carrie made their exit. Amanda turned to her husband and said in concern, "Are you ok?"

"Not just yet, but I will be," he said with a sigh. "I think I'm starting to gain some perspective on this whole thing." He then turned to his mother-in-law and said, "Thanks for the talk, Mom," as he kissed her on the cheek. He then turned to his own mother. "You, me, we need to talk, now." He nodded toward the back door and made his way through it indicating for her to follow him.


	6. Chapter 6

The tension mounted as Lee and his mother stepped into the backyard together. He gesture toward the gazebo that they'd had moved over from the backyard of the old house. "Have a seat," he said as he did so himself.

Jennie sat on the bench across from him and an awkward silence followed both just looking at each other, neither sure what to say. Jennie was the first to break their stalemate. "You have a lovely home," she said nervously.

Lee shook his head, laughed sardonically and said, "Thirty-plus years and that's all you have to say to me?"

"I'm sor-"

Lee held up his hand to cut her off. "Don't," he said testily. "Don't apologize to me."

"What would you have me do?" Jennie asked wearily. While she'd enjoyed very much spending time with her infant grandchildren and getting to know her daughter-in-law, she was at a loss for what to say to her son. In all the times that she'd imagined seeing him again, she'd known he'd be hurt, angry even, but she wasn't quite prepared for the intensity of his initial reaction.

"How about you start by explaining where you've been my whole damn life? What the hell have you been doing that you couldn't contact me at least once? Or Grandma Stetson during the year I lived with her before she died? Or any one of the dozen or so foster homes I lived in for another year? Or the Colonel after he took me in?"

"For the first two years after the car accident, I didn't even know who I was, let alone who you were."

"OK, what about after that?" he probed suddenly feeling like he was questioning a suspect rather than trying to learn more about his own mother.

"I wanted to," she said sadly. "You have no idea how much I wanted to, but I couldn't. Once I remembered everything about what had put me in that position, I knew I had to stay in hiding. It was much too dangerous. Thomas Blackthorne killed your father." Lee cast his eyes downward at the confirmation that his father was indeed dead. "He tried to kill me along with him and thought he succeeded. It was better, safer to let him believe that he did."

"Well, Thomas Blackthorne is dead. I put a bullet in him myself almost two years ago when he tried to kill me."

"He tried to kill you?" Jennie said in horror. That was exactly what she had tried to keep from happening. Silent tears slid down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry. That's exactly what I was trying to avoid by staying hidden. I had already lost my husband and I didn't want to lose my child too. All I ever wanted was for you to be safe." I believed that with being labeled a traitor by my own people, your uncle, being a military man, was in a better position to keep you safe from harm."

"Physical harm, maybe," Lee said bitterly. At seeing the pained look on her face, he softened and said, "Look, if your goal was to protect me as a child, you succeeded in that. I was never in any danger growing up. Blackthorne never bothered me until I started investigating him. When Amanda and I began to uncover all the same stuff that you and Dad did and confronted him with it, that's when he tried to kill me. He would have too if it hadn't been for Amanda's quick thinking," he said reflecting back on that day with a smile. Amanda had her own way of doing things. It still amazed him that her throwing a decorative plate across the room had made the difference between life and death.

"You obviously love her very much," Jennie said as she recalled their playful interaction in the kitchen, and took in the reverent look on his face now.

"I do," he confirmed with a nod. "She's my lifeline. Although, the agency shrinks seem to think that the only reason I was drawn to her was because she's so motherly and that I was looking for some kind of Freudian replacement mother figure."

"Do you really believe that?"

"I don't know. I've never taken much stock in shrinks and all their psychobabble. I only go because the job requires it and even then, I try to dodge them for as long as I can until Amanda _makes _me go. She sometimes just won't take no for an answer."

"I've only just met her today and I've already learned that about her. She reminds me very much of myself when I was about her age."

"Maybe there's something to that Freudian theory, after all," Lee mused. "Didn't Freud say that men look for women just like their mothers?"

"Well, Freud was a bloody idiot, if you ask me," she said.

Lee couldn't help but laugh. "I couldn't agree more," he said with a slight smile. He then turned serious again. "So, Blackthorne's been out of the picture for a while. Why are you just coming out of hiding now?"

"I only just learned of his death recently. I heard through one of the CIA contacts I have left, that some brash agent codenamed Scarecrow finally brought him down. Once I learned of his death, I had two goals in mind, to find this Scarecrow and to find you. Of course, I had no idea that the two men I was looking for were one and the same, that my boy was the famous Scarecrow."

"That's me," He said dryly, "the famous Scarecrow."

"I've heard of you, you know. After the accident, I was helped by a handful of people within the intelligence community, CIA, MI6, Army Intelligence, people who didn't believe Blackthorne's lies about your father and me. Once in particular, was an agent named Evan Carpenter who was a good friend of your father's in the army, then moved to the CIA when he left the army. He helped more than you will ever know until his death in 1980, but he passed his secrets on to his son, Kevin, though he has nothing of his father's skill or finesse. The elder Agent Carpenter looked after me for years, kept me in the know about Blackthorne, but he was never able to gather enough evidence against him."

"What about all the evidence Amanda and I found in our old house?"

"Blackthorne had it under surveillance constantly. It was too risky," she explained "Aside from that, how would it have looked to his superiors if he were found to be investigating the man who everyone was calling a hero for turning us in as traitors?"

"I get it," Lee said remembering the trouble he'd gotten into with Billy for investigating Blackthorne himself. "I'm still having trouble wrapping my mind around this though. All this time..." his voice trailed off as it became choked with emotion and he hung his head once again.

Jennie seeing the sorrow on her son's face decided to take a chance. She rose from her seat across from to sit beside him, placed a hand on his shoulder. "My darling boy," she said. "I'm so sorry for all that you've suffered. I really believed I was doing the right thing for you."

Lee looked up at her and replied, "I understand that, but how would you feel if you were in my position?"

"I imagine I'd feel the same as you're feeling, but let's look at it the other way. How would you feel if you were in mine, if it were your own children? You obviously love them very much. Wouldn't you do everything in your power to protect them? Wouldn't Amanda?"

Lee shook his head and chuckled slightly. "You have no idea," he said.

"I think I do. Amanda mentioned earlier that you'd kept your marriage a secret at first when she was talking to her mother."

"Yeah, we did. It was six months of sheer torture. We thought we were doing the right thing to keep Phillip and Jamie safe, but all it did was hurt both of us not being able to live like a normal husband and wife."

"So, what changed? What made _you_ come out of hiding?"

"Finding out that I was going to be a father," Lee said as he began to tell her the story. "It was our six month anniversary."

August 13, 1987

_"I'm pregnant," Amanda said. _

_"You're..."_

_"Pregnant," Amanda answered._

_"Oh, Amanda," Lee said pulling her into his arms and kissing her fiercely. He pulled back abruptly, happy tears glistening in his eyes. "I'm gonna' be a dad?"_

_"You're happy about this?"Amanda said looking surprised._

_"Of course, I am. My wife, the woman I love, is carrying my child. Why wouldn't I be happy?" When Amanda didn't answer and he saw that she still had a worried look on her face, he got concerned. "You're happy about this too, aren't you?"_

_"Oh, yes, I am, but I'm worried too. How are we going to deal with this?"_

_"What do you mean, how are we going to deal with this? We're going to have a baby." When Amanda was silent again, he said, "You are going to have it. I mean, you're not thinking of..." He found he couldn't even say the words aloud. It was too horrifying to think about._

_"NO," Amanda answered immediately. "I think you know me better than that. I just meant that this is going to be a challenge since no one knows that we're married."_

_"No, no challenge at all," Lee said matter-of-factly. "The mystery marriage just stops being a mystery, simple as that."_

_"Simple as that?"Amanda said incredulously."It's not as simple as that and you know it. Dr. McJohn has to report this to Billy right away and he has to report it to Dr. Smyth. You know how the agency rumor mill is. It'll be all over the place by the time we go back to work on Monday. Then, there's my family to deal with." _

_"Your family will be fine. They've all been after us to get married anyway. We'll just tell them the truth. They'll be hurt at first, but they'll get over it. It's what we all want anyway, for all of us to be a real family."_

_"When did you become so optimistic?"_

_"I guess being married to you, your optimism is rubbing off on me," he replied with a grin. _

_"What about the agency?"_

_"This is Thursday. We don't go back to work until Monday. I say we just let the rumors fly all weekend and deal with Monday when we have to. I don't give a damn what any of them think anyway. I've been ready to stop hiding how I feel about you for a long time, ready to stop pretending that I'm not in love with you. Aren't you?"_

_"Oh, yes," she said as she kissed him._

_Lee pulled back for a moment and said, "Hold that thought." He rose, crossed the room to the fireplace, opened the hidden safe above it and returned with the ring box he kept hidden there. He removed her rings from it, slid them onto her finger, kissed her hand and said, "Don't ever take these off again." He then reached for his own wedding band, but Amanda stopped him. _

_"No, let me," she said softly as she reached for his ring and slipped onto his finger just like she'd done on their wedding day six months earlier. "Don't ever take yours off again either." _

_"Agreed," He replied with a smile as they sealed the deal with another kiss._

Jennie Stetson listened raptly and was disappointed when he stopped talking, asking him, "So, what happened next?"

"What happened next is private," Lee said with a grin as he reflected back on the rest of the evening's events; how they'd made love well into the early morning hours and planned how to break the news to the family.

"Oh, honestly, Lee," His mother said with a hint of exasperation in her voice. "I wasn't asking for intimate details, just wanted to know how it turned out. How everyone reacted."

Their conversation was interrupted by Amanda, "Is everything ok out here," She asked nervously.

Lee sighed and said, "It's not bad."

"Well, dinner's on the table and the boys are already digging in, so if you want to eat, you'd better get in there while there's still food left."

"Ok," Lee said then turned to his mother. "Can you give us a minute?"

"Certainly," Jennie said as she made her way back to the house. She turned for a moment just to watch the two of them together, pleased to see him take his wife in his arms and hold her tight, the tension between them that she had caused seeming to have disappeared. She smiled and left husband and wife alone as she re-entered the house they shared.
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Lee buried his face against his wife's shoulder and whispered, "I'm sorry." Amanda didn't reply, just held him tighter as he let out a strangled sob. Amanda held his head to her neck softly stroking his hair planting light kisses on his face until he stopped shaking. He pulled his head back to look at her. "I love you," he said as he kissed her softly.

"I love you," she said kissing him back.

"Amanda...I..." Lee found himself unable to finish his thought.

Amanda took in the pleading look in his eyes, placed a finger to her lips and said, "Shhh, I know." She then snaked her arms around his neck and pulled him in for a deeper kiss. Lee kissed her back hungrily, pouring all his pent-up anger and frustration into her. Amanda, knowing that he needed this outlet, didn't protest as he backed up against the bench of the gazebo, pulling her into his lap astride him as their kisses became more heated, his hands roaming under her skirt.

He pulled from their kiss for a moment and said, "I...I need..."

Amanda again silenced him with a finger to his lips. "I know what you need," she whispered and kissed him again as she leaned into him and wrapped herself around him to comfort him.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Jennie Stetson stepped into the back door of her son's home thinking about all that he had told her. The tale he'd told her of how he'd learned he was going to be a father brought back memories of long ago when she'd delivered the same news to her own husband.

_November 30, 1949_

_Jennie Stetson lay relaxed in her husband's arms basking in the afterglow of a very satisfying round of lovemaking. "Happy birthday, Mrs. Stetson," Matthew whispered in her ear. _

_"Happy birthday, indeed," she replied with a contented smile as she gazed lovingly at her husband. "Thank you for helping me to celebrate it."_

_"What is that smile all about, my love?"Matt questioned. _

_Her smile widened as she replied, "We have more than just my birthday to celebrate."_

_"Oh? What else do we have to celebrate? Our six-month anniversary was two weeks ago, so it can't be that. What else could it be? Did you get that promotion that you wanted?" he inquired._

_"Can't you stop being a spy for just a moment? This is not an interrogation. You've completely ruined my plan for giving the news I received today," she pouted._

_"Oh, you had a plan, did you?"_

_"Yes, I had a plan and a very clever one, too."_

_"Look at you, making plans in secret. Now, who won't stop being the spy?" he teased. _

_"Would you be serious? This is really rather important."_

_"Alright, I'm listening," Matt replied giving his wife his full attention. "What is this news that you feel we need to celebrate?"_

_"I paid a visit to the doctor today and you, my darling husband, are going to be a father."_

_"You're pregnant?"He said his eyes alight. _

_When she smiled, nodded and said, "The doctor says I'm about six weeks gone. He predicts next June." _

_Matthew ran his finger through his wife's hair lovingly, pulled her head to his, kissed her soundly and said, "Oh, My Jennie, you've made me so happy."_

Jennie's mind was brought back to the present by the sound of Dotty's voice calling, "Amanda? Lee?"

"No, it's just me, I'm afraid," Jennie replied as Dotty entered the kitchen having heard the back door close."They're still outside. Lee said they needed a moment."

"It had better be short moment or their dinner's going to get cold," Dotty said. "I swear I don't know what their fascination with the back yard is. I could understand it if they were still hiding their relationship like they used to, but their marriage has been out in the open for eight months now, yet they still hang out there as if they have to sneak around like a pair of wayward teenagers."

"Perhaps it's just the life of an intelligence operative or maybe just old habit," Jennie suggested.

"Well, they need to come back in and have dinner with the boys before the twins wake up again demanding _their _dinner," Dotty said reaching for the doorknob.

Outside, the couple in question was just catching their breath and sharing soft kisses. "I'm sorry," Lee said as he held tightly to his wife.

"Don't be," Amanda said as she softly kissed his forehead and caressed his face.

"But you didn't-"

"It's ok," she interrupted. "This wasn't about me. You were the one who really needed the release."

"I'll make it up to you, I promise," Lee said, "maybe after the kids go to bed tonight."

"I'll be looking forward to it," she said with a seductive smile.

They were interrupted by the sound of Dotty's voice. "What on earth are you two doing out here for so long?" she inquired as she stepped into the backyard, Jennie behind her.

The two mothers heard the sounds of scuffling coming from the gazebo and a loud "Ow!" from Lee.

"We'll be inside in a minute, Mother," Amanda called.

"Is everything alright?" Jennie called with an amused look on her face as they heard the sounds of clothing being righted, the hiss of a zipper and tinkling sound of a belt being buckled.

Dotty and Jennie looked at one another knowingly. Dotty couldn't resist teasing them. "Amanda Jean Stetson, you better not have let that husband of yours trample my flower bed again. I had enough of that at the old house," she said.

"No, Mother," Amanda said as she exited the gazebo hand in hand with her husband. "We were nowhere near the flower bed."

"So, you still didn't answer my question. What were you doing out here?"

Husband and wife looked at each other, smiled then turned back to face their mothers, "Nothing," they answered together.

"Uh-huh," Dotty said disbelievingly.

"Nothing, is it?" Jennie said as she reached out to wipe a lipstick smudge off her son's face. "You know, in all the years that I was thinking of you and wondering what kind of man you'd grow up to be, I never once imagined my son would be the type to wear lipstick," She teased.

"And suspiciously, it's the same shade as my daughter's." Dotty added as she glanced at Jennie with a grin.

"Very funny, you two," Lee said testily while Amanda just laughed. "Oh, you think this is funny too?"He said to her. When Amanda just continued to laugh, he said, "Come on, we should get inside before the boys kill each other. You know how they get if they're left unsupervised for too long."

The four of them entered the house and as they walked into the dining room, they found that Phillip and Jamie were indeed embroiled in an argument. "Come on, you know that's never gonna' happen. By the time I'm old enough, you'll _still_ be grounded," Jamie was chastising his older brother.

"No, I won't. You're only twelve, so that's a long time from now, Doofus!"

"Phillip, no name calling," Amanda said wearily as she took her place at the dinner table while Lee sat to her left and Dotty on her right. "Boys, let's be on our best behavior. We have a guest for dinner." She indicated the empty place at the table to the left of her husband for Jennie to sit. "This is Mrs. Stetson. She's Lee's mother."

"I thought Lee's mom and dad were dead," Phillip said with a curious look.

Lee took a deep breath and said, "So did I, Chief. It turned out that she survived the car accident that killed my father."

"Is this some spy thing," Jamie asked. "It has to be, right? Why else would she stay away so long?"

Jennie looked at Jamie with a quizzical expression. "They know?"

"Yes, they know," Amanda answered before turning back to her children. "Listen, fellas, I know you must have a lot of questions, but let's save them for another time and just have a nice family dinner, ok?"

"Ok," both boys agreed.

"So, what were guys arguing about when we came in here?" Lee asked as they began to pass dishes around the table to fill their plates.

"Jamie here seems to think that he'll get to drive the 'vette before I do even though I'm older," Phillip said with a sneer at his brother who stuck his tongue out in response.

"They way you're going, he might be right," Lee said. "Or have you forgotten about the incident on your fifteenth birthday last month? You're still grounded for another two weeks over that."

"Aren't you ever going to let me forget about that?"Phillip grumbled.

"Forget that you snatched my car keys and wrecked my car which, by the way is a very expensive piece of machinery? I don't think so. Not any time soon."

"Oh, come on, Lee. That's so not fair! Mom got the door knocked off of it, like six month ago and you're not yelling at her," Phillip protested. "That was way worse that the damage I did to it! How is that any different?"

"I'll tell you how it's different. First, she's a licensed driver and you're not even old enough for a learner's permit yet. You have to be fifteen and eight months, which you won't be until November. Second, the damage that she did to that car was while she was pursuing an international terrorist."

"While five months pregnant with twins, no less," Amanda added with a chuckle.

Lee smiled at her then continued to Phillip, "There's is a big difference between a federal agent damaging the car while chasing bad guys and a teenager taking a midnight joyride to impress his girlfriend."

"This is so not fair," Phillip grumbled. "I made a mistake. I get that, but I shouldn't have to be punished for it the rest of my life. Right, Mom?" Phillip gave a pleading look to his mother.

"Not the rest of your life," Amanda said. "But I stand by Lee's decision to ground you for a month and with the extra chores he gave you to work off the damage you did to the car. You have to understand how serious this is. You could have killed someone. You're lucky you didn't, that neither you nor Amy were hurt and you're _very_ lucky that Mr. Bonner didn't decide to get the authorities involved since you put his daughter's life in danger."

"Not only that," Lee added, "but your mother and I spent the better part of an hour trying to explain to Mr. Bonner why our kid had his kid out in the middle of the night way past her curfew. You're damn lucky that you and Amy are still going to be allowed to see each other once you're both over being grounded."

"Ok, I screwed up majorly. I get that, but why can't you cut me a little slack?"Phillip complained. "It's not like you're my real father anyway," he added challengingly.

A stunned silence followed, the entire family left speechless by Phillip's outburst.
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Jennie looked at the grimace on her son's face and knew that the comment from his older stepson had hurt him. Amanda was the first to break the awkward silence that had come over the dinner table, "Phillip!" she scolded.

"Nice going, Jerk!" Jamie said elbowing his brother in the ribs.

"Hey, knock it off, Jamie," Lee said sternly.

"But Lee," Jamie protested. "He shouldn't have said that. You're the one who's been here. Our dad only comes around when _he_ feels like it."

"That's enough, Jamie," Lee said before turning his attention back to his older stepson who was still staring at him defiantly. "Look, Phillip, you're mad at me for grounding you, I get that, but you have no idea the hell you put me through. Do you have any clue how scared I was when I went to check on you and you weren't in your bed?"

"You went to check on me?"Phillip said is small voice filling guilty as it was obvious he'd hurt Lee's feelings.

"Yeah, you and your brothers and your sister," Lee answered. "I do that every night. I walk through the house, make sure all the doors and windows are locked, the alarms are set and my children are safe, _all_ my children and that includes you and Jamie. I may not be your father by blood, but I couldn't love you any more if I were. I love you just as much as I love Matt and Jennie. When I went to check on you that night, I thought my worst nightmare had come true, that some enemy that I've made over the last fifteen years had snatched you out of your bed to use you as leverage against me. You have absolutely _no_ idea how terrified I was, how terrified your mother was. I kept expecting to get a call any second making demands, then when I did get a call from that state trooper telling me to come get my kid, then I was just angry. You scared me and your mother half to death and you were just out having a good time."

"Look, I said I'm sorry about the damage I did to your car. It wasn't even all that bad. It was just a busted headlight and a dented fender."

"You don't get it, Phillip! I don't give a damn about the damage to the car. The car can be replaced. You can't! What if you'd gotten hurt or gotten Amy hurt, or worse, killed! Did you even think about that?"

"No, I guess not," Phillip said.

"Well, I did. Until I got that call from the cops, all I could think about was the possibility of you being hurt somewhere. It's my responsibility to protect you. I took on that responsibility when I married your mother and you don't make it easy when you pull a bonehead stunt like you did that night. I'm sorry, Phillip, but if you want to drive that car any time in the future when you're old enough, you're going to have to prove to me that I can trust you."

"You have no room to talk to me about trust," Phillip fired back. "You were married to Mom for six months before you ever told us about it. In fact, the way you and Mom told it, you were engaged before Jamie and I ever met you. If you were taking on such a great responsibility to us, where were you then?"

"Phillip, you-" Amanda began, but Lee silenced her with his hand on hers.

"Amanda, let me, please." When she nodded, he turned his attention back to Phillip. "First of all, we explained to you why we kept our marriage a secret for so long. I thought we had moved past this. We were trying to keep you safe. You know now what we do for a living and how dangerous it is and you said you understood that. Besides that, you have no idea how many times I was at the house just sitting outside watching to make sure you were safe, how many times once your mom and I were married that I turned down out-of-town or weekend assignments just so I could spend time with you and protect my family."

"I get the danger. You've drilled it in my head enough. What you don't get is that I trusted you. I thought you were my friend. You were the first guy Mom ever dated who ever actually took an interest in me and what I liked and not just because you had to, but it was all a lie."

"No, it wasn't. I never lied to you about how I felt about you and your mom and I realized pretty early into our marriage what a mistake it was to keep it a secret. It's just that once the damage was done, it was really hard for us to figure out how to get out of it without hurting the people we loved. You're mad at me because I won't let you forget about the car-stealing incident, but you won't let us forget either. That doesn't seem very fair, does it?"

"I guess not," Phillip said.

"So, then maybe we both need to work on forgiving and forgetting." When Phillip nodded, Lee said, "I'll tell you what. Virginia law requires that you pass the classroom portion of driver's Ed with at least a B. As of your last report card, you only had a C. If you can spend a little more time studying in class and a little less time studying girls to bring that grade up by the end of the school year, then we'll talk again about letting you drive the 'Vette, but only with me or your mother with you. Do we have a deal?"

"Deal," Phillip said grudgingly. "I still think it's not fair. The Colonel told us all about a time that you stole a tank to impress a girl when you were my age."

Amanda laughed as she recalled the Colonel telling that story, while Jennie looked at him with a bemused expression and said, "A tank? Really, Lee?"

"Yeah, I was a bit of a rebellious kid," Lee answered then turned his attention back to his stepson, "And it's true, I did go joyriding in a tank when I was sixteen, but what the Colonel didn't tell you was that I had to do my time too. He put me on KP duty for the next two months and if you think you've got it bad washing dishes for the family, you should try doing it for a hundred Air Force guys. I learned my lesson, believe me."

"Wow," Phillip said. There was a beat of silence before Phillip said, "Lee, are we cool?"

"Yes, we're cool," Lee replied, then waited a beat and added with a grin, "But you're still grounded."

"Ok, but I still don't think my dad would have grounded me for a month and made me do extra chores on top of it," Phillip teased.

"Well, did you ever sneak out in the middle of the night at your dad's house and swipe his car keys?" Amanda countered. "If you did and he didn't tell me about it, then I think I'm going to have to have a long talk with your father." She knew that Joe had been making more of an effort to spend time with the boys, but he still wasn't great with the discipline.

"No," Phillip admitted then grinned and added, "But he doesn't have a cool car like Lee does." Lee couldn't help but laugh. "Do you get at all where I'm coming from? I mean, it really bothers me that you guys lied to us for so long."

"Phillip, you know that we never meant to hurt you by doing that," Amanda said. "We were trying to do just the opposite, to keep you from getting hurt."

"Yeah, I know."

"I think I can understand where you're coming from," Lee said. "Think about it this way, your mother and I only lied to you for six months. Imagine what it's like to be lied to by your mother for over thirty years," Lee said with a pointed look at his mother.

"Lee..."Jennie began.

"Don't," Lee said. "I get it. You were doing what you felt you need to do to protect me as a kid, just like Amanda and I did what we did to protect our family. Like Phillip said, though, it doesn't make it hurt any less."

The dinner conversation was halted for a moment, by the cries of an infant. "That's Jennie, probably ready to be fed. I'd better get her before she wakes her brother," Amanda said as she left the room.

The older Jennie looked at her son with a quizzical expression. When Lee caught her meaning, he said, "Don't ask me. I don't know how she knows which baby is crying, but she's always right. I just figure it must be some motherly thing that I'm not tuned in to."

"Well, I'm a mother and I'm not tuned into it either," Dotty said. "But Amanda's always had that motherly instinct, even as a young girl when she used to babysit for the neighbors. I think she was just born to be a mother."

"From what I've observed just today, I believe you're right. I don't believe my son could have found anyone better to be the mother of his children," Jennie said with a smile.

"Yeah, Amanda is definitely one in a million," Lee replied happily. He then turned his attention to his younger stepson, "So, Jamie, how's the yearbook project coming? You've got your deadline in a couple of days, don't you?"

"Yeah, Friday," Jamie said. "I got some great shots today that should wrap it up. I just need to spend a little time in the darkroom to develop them."

"Just make sure you keep track of the time. I don't want you staying up past your bed time working on it and have to carry you upstairs like last time," Lee reminded him.

"Yeah, Dork," Phillip said nudging his brother.

"Phillip, no name calling," Lee said in exasperation. "It wouldn't hurt you to find something at school that you're as dedicated to as Jamie is his photography, especially now that you're in high school. You're going to be applying to colleges before you know it and they like to see stuff like that on your transcripts."

"Hey, I'm the only freshman on the varsity basketball team," Phillip argued. "That oughtta' count for something."

"It does," Lee said. "And your mother and I are very proud of that fact, but colleges look at more than just your jump shot. Believe me I speak from experience. I learned that the hard way. I got into college on a football scholarship, but you also have to maintain good grades. I got thrown out of three schools before I learned that lesson. I don't want you to go through the same thing."

"But you got through it," Phillip pointed out.

"Yes, I did and I finally earned my degree which is what led me to where I am now, but it took a lot of hard work to change people's opinion of me because of how I started out. I want you to do better than I did and not make the same mistake."

"We can't all be brains," Phillip said with a glare at his brother.

"No one's saying you need to be a brain, Phillip," Dotty said. "But a little more studying wouldn't hurt anything and I know it would make your mother happy to see a little improvement on your next report card."

"I get it," Phillip said.

"Well, this dinner was wonderful," Dotty said. "But I should really get going back to my own place. Curt is coming over for a move later."

"Oh?"Lee said with a grin. "Maybe dessert too," he teased his mother-in-law.

"Maybe," she said with a smile.

"You ever gonna' let him make an honest woman of you?"

"You sound just like Amanda," Dotty said.

"Well, weren't you the one a year ago who was hounding me to make an honest woman of your daughter?"

"That was before I knew you already had," Dotty countered as she rose from her seat and kissed both boys.. "Tell Amanda I said good-night and I'll be back first thing in the morning before you go to work to look after the twins and see these two off to school."

"Ok," Lee said.

"Good-night, Love," Dotty said planting a quick kiss to her son-in-law's cheek.

"Good-night, Mom," He replied as he watched her go.

Jennie had watched this interaction in silence, observing the affection shared between her son and his mother-in-law with a bit of jealousy. This was the second time she'd heard him call her "Mom" yet he hadn't addressed her, his own mother that way. She felt tears stinging her eyes and before they could fall, she quickly excused herself, saying, "I have to use the lavatory," before making a hasty exit.
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Jennie made it to the bathroom just in time to keep anyone from seeing the tears silently streaming down her cheeks. She leaned against the door relishing the support it gave for a moment. _Get hold of yourself, Jennie, _she thought as she wiped away the tears and made her way to the sink knowing she'd need to wash her face before returning to the family. She knew she was being foolish to be upset by this when she hadn't been a part of Lee's life since he was a small child, but it still hurt to feel like she was an outsider in her son's life. There was so much more that she wanted to know about him, about who he was, about his life, that she'd only begun to get glimpses of in the way that he interacted with his family. She sighed as she glanced in the mirror. "My God, I look a fright," she muttered to herself as she turned on the tap.

When she deemed herself presentable, she took a deep breath, turned the doorknob and stepped out into the hall. As she did so, she heard her daughter-in-law say her name from the nursery. As she poked her head in the door, she saw Amanda in the rocking chair nursing her daughter. "My sweet, Jennie," she crooned to the baby in her arms as she held her tiny hand. _Of course, you idiot,_ Jennie thought. _She was speaking to the baby, not you. _She turned to leave when she was stopped by Amanda's voice saying, "Did you want something, Jennie?" This time she _was _speaking to her and not the baby.

"No, nothing," She said. "I...um...I'm sorry to have disturbed you."

"No, it's alright. You're welcome to come in. I mean, unless this bothers you," Amanda said indicating her open blouse.

"No, it doesn't," Jennie said with a smile as she stepped further into the room. "It's rather a lovely sight, seeing a mother caring for her child."

"Well, now that I'm back to work, I won't get to do as much of this. It'll be the pump and bottles during the day."

"She certainly seems to have quite the appetite," Jennie said as she watched her granddaughter suckling greedily on her mother's breast.

"She's definitely more demanding than her brother," Amanda said. "But I'm glad to see it. She gave us a big scare when she was born. She was only four pounds at birth and Matt was five and a half. We weren't sure at first if we were going to be able to bring her home right away."

As she watched, Jennie's eyes fell upon the scar that rested just to the left of where her granddaughter lay against her mother's bosom. "Did that happen on the job?"Jennie asked not wanting to pry, but desperate to know a little more about her son's life and Amanda had been so open. She thought if she couldn't get answers from her son, maybe she could get some from her daughter-in-law.

"No," Amanda answered as she lightly fingered the scar that had gotten Jennie's attention. "This happened last year while we were on our honeymoon. We hadn't even been married a full day yet when we accidentally walked into a shootout. I got caught in the crossfire. The bullet went straight through my chest. There's a matching scar on my back."

"Oh my God," Jennie said. "That must have been horrifying."

"Not really for me as much as it was for my family. It was painful, yes, but I was unconscious during a lot of that time and doped up on pain medication when I was conscious. Lee told me later that once when my heart stopped, he thought his would too. I think he blamed himself for a while for not protecting me."

"Yes, I can see that," Jennie said. She'd seen him at the dinner table, how adamant he was about it being his job to protect his family. "Your older boy, is he always so..."Jennie paused unable to find quite the right word that wouldn't sound insulting to her daughter-in-law.

"No," Amanda said before Jennie could finish her thought. "It's only been like that since he found out that we were keeping our marriage a secret. It's funny. When we were planning out how to come clean, we both thought Jamie would be the one to take it harder since he had a rough time adjusting to the idea of another man in my life while Phillip got along with Lee right away. Phillip adored him from the start, almost worshipped him. I think that part of that is because his father was never around for him growing up. Jamie was only six months old the first time that Joe started traveling so he really has no memories of his father being there, while Phillip was three, so Jamie got used to having just me. I think when Lee came along, Phillip bonded with him right away because he missed having a father figure in his life where Jamie saw Lee as a threat to his relationship with me."

"Perhaps, that's why he took it harder," Jennie said. "He was closer to Lee so naturally, he would feel more betrayed by him."

"Oh, I wouldn't say he felt _more_ betrayed that Jamie. Jamie was hurt more than angry, but he has a very logical head on his shoulders and once we explained why we did what we did, he agreed that it made sense. Phillip, on the other hand, was furious with Lee and it didn't matter how much we apologized and how much I told him that it was just as much my decision as it was Lee's, he was still angry. I thought things were getting back to normal until the twins were born. I get the idea that he thinks that now that Lee has children of his own, that he won't love them as much."

"I got the same idea from your son in his comments at the dinner table," Jennie concurred. "I think Lee handled it brilliantly though."

"He did," Amanda said nodding. She turned her attention back to her daughter who'd stopped eating. "You all done," she said to baby Jennie. She lifted her against her shoulder and the cloth she laid that. She began gently rubbing and patting her back to burp her. When she was rewarded for her efforts, she looked at her daughter wide-eyed and said, "My goodness, such a big burp for such a little girl." She brushed her lips against little Jennie's head, fastened the closure on her nursing bra and laid her daughter gently in her crib. "I'd better check on Matt and see if I can get him to eat too. He doesn't wake up as often as Jennie does. "Their doctor said that if he doesn't wake up wanting fed at least every three hours that I should wake him to try to get him to eat." He's a much more sound sleeper that his sister. He takes after me in that respect. Lee is a very light sleeper like Jennie is."

"Even as a child, he never was a very sound sleeper," Jennie said. "I can't tell you the number of nights I was up with him all hours of the night when he was a baby."

Amanda smiled as she reached for her son, gently waking him, "Come on, Little Man, time to eat," she said. When he fussed slightly, she crooned softly. "Oh, I know, it's terrible to disturb your dreams, but you need to eat." She cradled him in her arms and sat back down in the rocker to coax him into nursing. Once satisfied that he was latching on and suckling as he should, she turned her attention back to her mother-in-law. "I know that feeling," Amanda replied. "These two have been a handful, but I wouldn't change a minute of it."

"You love your children very much. I can see that," Jennie said.

"Not just my children, my whole family, my children, my husband, my mother..."She said with a smile.

"Yes, you and your mum seem quite close," Jennie acknowledged.

"Yes, we are," Amanda said.

Jennie hesitated before posing the question that was really on her mind. She took a deep breath and plunged onward. "Lee seems quite close to her as well," she said apprehensively.

Amanda looked at her knowingly and said, "Ah, you heard him call her Mom earlier after Joe and Carrie left. Amanda couldn't help but notice the saddened look on her face.

"Not just then, but at the dinner table as well after you left to look after the children."

"Listen, you shouldn't take that personally. My mother sort of adopted Lee from the say she met him and realized that he and I were serious about each other. She's been like the mother he never had." At seeing Jennie's face fall she added, "I don't mean that in a mean way. I know you did what you did to protect him. I'd have done the same if it were my children. In fact, I did once, not quite in the same situation as you, but the difference was that I still made an effort to contact my boys when I was away from them. You never did." When Jennie started to argue, Amanda held up her hand to silence her. "I understand why you didn't; you felt it would be too dangerous if it somehow got back to Blackthorne that you were still alive. I get that, but you have to face the fact that you weren't there for him and my mother has been. They are very close, it's true, but that shouldn't diminish your chance at having a real relationship with him if you both make an effort. You're going to have to put aside your hurt feelings and let him work through this. He's not an easy man to get to know and it's not easy to get him to open up about his real feelings. Believe me, I speak from experience."

"It just seems so odd to me," Jennie said sadly. "He was so open with his feelings as a little boy. He never hesitated to tell me or his father exactly what was on his mind."

"A lot has happened in his life since then, more than you can imagine. It occurs to me that you and I have known him for about the same length of time. The big difference is that you knew him for the first five years of his life where I've known him for the past five. I'm going to make a suggestion and you can tell me to go jump in a lake, but I think it's important."

"I'm listening," Jennie said.

"Stop looking at him as the little boy you left behind and start trying to see him as the man he's become. I know it's going to be hard for you. It's hard for me sometimes to believe that my boys are as old as they are now, when it seems like it wasn't that long ago that they were this little," she said with a nod to the infant in her arms. "Talk to Lee, but don't push. One thing I've learned about my husband in the last five years is that the more you push, the more he withdraws. He's the type that you have to gently coax out of his shell without him realizing you're doing it."

"How do you suggest I begin," Jennie inquired.

"Well, having read the letter you wrote to him in your diary, I know one thing that he and his father have in common. When you get a chance, ask him to tell you the rest of the story of how we met."

"You told me a little of it earlier," Jennie said "The train station, the package..."

"I know, but I think you should hear it from his perspective. He doesn't have to know that you already know a little of the story. Let him tell you all the details. It just might be the thing the two of you need to thaw the ice between you," Amanda said.

"Do you really believe that's possible?"

"Yes, I do. I know that it doesn't seem like it now, but it will get better. Family means the world to him and no matter what's happened in the past, you're his family. He'll come around. You just have to be patient."

"Thank you, Amanda," she said with a smile. "I should get back before he wonders what's happened to me."

"Well, I'll be a while here," she said as she glanced down at her tiny son. "Go easy on him and try not to get frustrated if he's not immediately forthcoming with details about his life. It's nothing personal. It's just how he is."

"I'll remember that," she replied as she exited the room with a smile feeling better than she had since first had learned of Thomas Blackthorne's death and realized that it meant she could see her son again.
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Jennie re-entered the dining room to find Lee and the boys laughing and joking, the tension of the earlier conversation seeming to have dissipated. "So, there we were surrounded by Russians on Christmas Eve who are trying to kill us and your mother not only gets them to call a truce, but has us all singing Christmas carols together by the time it's all said and done," Lee finished. Phillip and Jamie were laughing uproariously as Lee finished.

Jennie took a deep breath resumed her seat and said, "That sounds like quite the adventure."

"Well, Amanda and I have had our share of them," He said with a smile.

Jennie saw her opportunity and seized it. "So, how did the two of you meet?"

"Actually, if the letter you wrote to me in your diary is accurate, it's very similar to how you and Dad met," Lee said.

"Really?" She said curiously "Why don't you tell me about it."

Lee launched into the story about their initial meeting at the train station his mother and the boys hanging on every word. "So, then when I finally figured out who she was there I am dressed in the ridiculous pirate outfit trying to chase down her station wagon as she peels out of there like a bat out of hell and I'm yelling for her to call me like I'm some spurned lover or something."

"So, did you ever get the package back," Jennie said.

"No, but we did get the information out of it, courtesy of Phillip here," Lee said with a nod to his stepson. "You didn't know at the time, Chief, but you ended up being responsible for saving my life."

"Me?" Phillip said "How did I help?"

"By opening the package and telling your mom what was in it," He said. "And the way your mom told it, in a way Jamie helped too by tattling on you for opening it."

"I helped save your life too?" Jamie said wide-eyed.

"You sure did, Kiddo," Lee answered with a warm smile. "I wouldn't be here today if it hadn't been for your mom coming in to save me and she couldn't have done that without both of you."

"Wow," Jamie said.

"So, if she knew to come after you, she must have figured out that you were an intelligence operative by then," Jennie surmised.

"Oh, yeah, that's another story," Lee said. "When I finally got her to agree to meet me to try to get the package back, it was at a costume party. I figured in a crowd of people, she'd feel more comfortable and I figured is she was some undercover Russian spy or something, she couldn't try anything. So, we tried to blend in to the crowd on the dance floor, she asked me how I found her, and I just told her in typical spy fashion that we have our ways. Then she said that she thought only Nazis and spies said that..."

"To which he replied in a very smart-alecky tone, "Well, I'm not a Nazi," Amanda finished for him as she stepped into the room causing them both to laugh at the memories. She kissed him softly as she took her seat. "You know, it just occurred to me, I told you that day that one day we'd look back on the whole thing and laugh and here we are."

"Yes, you did," Lee said with an affectionate smile. "Although, if anyone would have told me then that we'd someday end up where we are today, I'd have told them they needed to have their heads examined." He then turned his attention back to his mother and said, "You know, when Amanda read me your letter and I heard that you and Dad had met under the same circumstances that was when I really started to believe in fate. I never did before. I just kept thinking of all the things that had to happen, all the events that had to line up just right in order for me and Amanda to meet that day, and it all started with you meeting Dad."

"Well, there is one little detail that I left out of that first meeting with your father," Jennie said.

"Oh?" Lee said.

"Yes," she said. "It wasn't something that I felt I should include in a letter to a child, but you're grown now..." she paused and glanced at Amanda with a smile remembering her advice. "It was just before those terrible bombings began in London."

London, May 7, 1941

_Jennie Hamilton walked down a crowded street. Matt catching up with her from down the block, wearing a U.S. Army Lieutenant's uniform. Matt glanced over his shoulder and saw two men, wearing leather coats and hoinburg hats, searching the crowd for him. He hurried forward, annoying the people he elbowed past, came abreast of Jennie and physically turned her to face him._

_"Excuse me, Miss," He said desperately._

_"I beg your pardon!" Jennie said in annoyance as she tried to wriggle free of his grasp and return the way she had come._

_"Look, I'm an American..."_

_"Really," She said sarcastically as if that should be obvious while she looked him up and down._

_"I'm being followed. I'm in trouble. Just walk with me," He pleaded._

_"No, I will not," she said finally freeing herself from him and turning away._

_He grabbed her again before she could take two steps and said, "Please. I'm in trouble. Please," he said flashing a charming smile at her._

_At seeing that smile and the pleading look in his eyes, Jennie's reservations melted. "All right, what do you want me to do?"_

_Matt pulled a letter from inside his coat and said, "It's urgent that this letter be delivered to the Prime Minister immediately. It's life and death. He pressed the letter into her hands._

_"Really, now, this is absurd," Jennie began while over his shoulder, Matt spotted his pursuers catching up with him. _

_Matt grabbed Jennie abruptly and kissed her firmly, and then as he broke the kiss looked at her with a rakish grin and asked, "What's your name?"_

_"I don't think that's any of your business," she said too stunned to think of anything else." _

_As his pursuers were almost on him, Matt said urgently, "Deliver my letter. Just deliver it," as he ran as fast as his feet would carry him his pursuers hot on his heels, leaving a shocked Jennie in their wake watching in disbelief. _

_"Can this be happening?" she said softly to herself as she lightly brushed her fingertips over her lips that were still tingling from the kiss. She winced, gasping in dismay as she watched the men who'd been chasing Matt, catch up to him and begin pummeling him. She shoved the letter into her purse and hurried off the other direction losing herself in the crowd. _

"He kissed you," Amanda said her eyes dancing in amusement.

"He did, indeed," Jennie said. "I was only twenty at the time and didn't have a lot of experience with men, particularly roguish American soldiers. I was so thrown by it, and that absolutely charming, albeit annoying, smile of his how could I say no."

"I know what you mean, "Amanda said with a glance at her husband, "I've had a little experience with that charming Stetson smile myself."

"You look very like your father, you know," Jennie said wistfully.

"So, I've been told," Lee said before becoming silent again clearly lost in thought.

Amanda not missing a beat asked, "What's on your mind, Sweetheart?"

He grinned at her and said, "Just wondering why I didn't think of that that day in the train station."

Jamie having finished his dinner asked, "May I be excused? I want to get down to the dark room and work on my yearbook photos."

"Yeah, go ahead," Lee said. "You too, Phillip, since you look like you're done too. You're still on dish detail and I'm sure you've got homework to do."

"Yeah," Phillip replied.

They all rose from the table and as they began to clear the dishes from it to take them into the kitchen, Lee said, "So, now I'm wondering how you would have reacted if I'd kissed you that day," picking up their conversation.

"I doubt you'd have gotten the same reaction as your father," Amanda said. "I was not twenty and not inexperienced with men. I was almost thirty-three when we met and a divorced mother of two with a boyfriend, no less."

"Who, that weatherman? He was no match for the Stetson charm," Lee teased.

"Charm? Is that what you call it? More like arrogance. I'll never forget that costume party and how close you danced to me for someone you'd just met."

"I had to do something to keep you from running away again, didn't I," He fired back.

"You know, when your father found me again, that's exactly the reason he gave for kissing me like that," Jennie said.

Amanda glad to see that her idea to get Lee and his mother talking had been successful said, "Listen, why don't I make some coffee and we can continue this conversation in the living room?"

"Sounds good," Lee said.

"Great," Amanda said with a smile. "Why don't you two go on in there and I'll meet you there when I've got the coffee done."

"Ok," Lee replied. He leaned in, kissed her softly, and then whispered in her ear, "Thank you." Amanda's only response was a bright smile and a nod of her head toward her mother-in-law. Lee turned to his mother and said, "Shall we?"

"Lead the way," Jennie replied. As they entered the living room and Lee gestured toward the couch, she took a seat, her son sitting beside her to face her. "So, I have a question for you."

"Shoot," Lee said.

"You told Phillip earlier that you've been in this business for fifteen years, so why did it take you so long to close the case on Blackthorne?"

"To be honest, I thought about it for years," Lee said a little uncomfortably, "But it brought up too many painful memories so I just kept pushing it aside and telling myself that it didn't matter because it wouldn't have brought you back to me."

"So, what changed your mind," she probed.

"Amanda," He replied with a smile.

"She encouraged you to investigate?"

"No, she didn't even know I was doing it until after the fact when she went snooping through the CIA files. It was all my decision, but I made that decision because of her. Once I finally stopped trying to deny the fact that I was crazy in love with her and realized that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her; that was what pushed me to do it. I hadn't even told her yet how I felt about her, but I knew that I couldn't very well do that until I dealt with my personal demons. How could I ask her to spend her life with me when so much of my life was unsettled?"

"I think I understand," Jennie said.

"It turned out to be one of the best decisions I ever made. Amanda and I were married just five months later," Lee said as he rose and indicated a framed photograph on the wall.

"And quite happily, it seems," Jennie said as she also rose and glanced at the photo he'd indicated. "Your wedding day, I presume?"

"Yeah," He answered with a smile.

"She was a lovely bride," she said.

"Yes, she was," he replied. "I'll never forget that day. She was holed up in the ladies room forever and I kept worrying that she'd changed her mind about marrying me, but then when she stepped out of that room I swear stopped breathing for a minute when I saw her. She was so beautiful, I..." his voice trailed off unable to find the right words. "Of course, she's still beautiful, although, I sometimes have a hard time convincing her of that. She thinks that since she hasn't lost all the weight she gained from carrying the twins that I don't find her as attractive when the truth is, she's never been more beautiful to me. She's got these curves now that she didn't have before and sometimes all I can think about is..." Lee paused realizing the direction his thoughts were going, blushed slightly and said, "...Never mind, too much information."

Jennie glanced at the wedding photo to the left of Lee and Amanda's and asked, "Is this her mum and dad," in an effort to change the subject.

"Yeah, and I'm sure you recognize the one to the right of it," Lee said with a nod of his head.

"Yes," she said softly her voice tinged with sadness as she gazed at her own wedding photo. "Your father always did look so dashing in his uniform."

"I'm sorry," Lee said. "For the way I spoke to you earlier. I was just so shocked to hear your voice, to see you standing in my kitchen, I never thought about what it's been like for you. You lost your husband and you've been dealing with this all alone. I don't know what I'd do if that happened to me, if I lost Amanda." His voice became choked with emotion as he recalled how close he had come to losing her on their honeymoon.

"Oh, my dear son, I'm sorry too, for all the pain you've endured," Jennie said as she embraced him tightly. "I love you so much."

Lee didn't pull back as she expected him to; instead, he returned her embrace and said, "I love you, too...Mom."
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Lee pulled back from his mother's embrace after a moment and said, "I still can't believe it. You're really here and alive. It just...it seems so unreal." He ran his hand through his hair and threw himself back on the couch staring down at the floor.

"I assure you, it's quite real. You have no idea how many times over the years that I wanted to find you sooner, reach out to you, tell you the truth, but I...just couldn't."

"You could have," Lee said, "maybe not when I was a kid, but as an adult. I'm a highly trained, highly skilled agent. I couldn't have protected myself against Blackthorne In fact, I did. Well, with Amanda's help."

"God, I never wanted this life for you," She said sadly as she sat beside him and clasped his hand in hers. "Your father and I always tried to keep you away from what we did for a living, keep you out of it, and keep you safe."

"I get that, but only to a point," Lee said pulling his hand from hers.

"Wouldn't you do the same for your own children?"

"Well, that's the thing. You've learned just a little of my history with Amanda. As I told you, we tried to keep them out of it by keeping our marriage a secret, but when we found out that Amanda was pregnant with the twins, once we really got to talking about it, we realized that keeping them in the dark was the worst thing we could have done. Without knowing what we really do for a living, they wouldn't know what to be on the lookout for or how to protect themselves."

"It still scares me sometimes," Amanda said from behind her husband carrying a tray laden with coffee cups. "We see a lot of scary stuff on the job and I don't want any of that scary stuff touching our children."

"I completely understand," Jennie said with a look at Lee.

"I didn't know how you take your coffee, so I brought in cream and sugar just in case," Amanda said as she put sugar in her own.

"Just a little cream, if you don't mind," Jennie answered.

"Just like somebody else I know," Amanda said with a smile at Lee as she finished serving up the coffee cups before sitting on her husband's lap. Lee slid his free arm around her and pulled her against him.

"Well, I don't poison my coffee with sugar like you do," He teased as he kissed the top of her head.

"So, you were talking about your decision to reveal the secrecy of your marriage," Jennie said. "Amanda told me earlier about how the children reacted. What about your mother-in-law? She must not have taken the news too badly since the two of you seem to be very close."

"We are now, but it wasn't always the case. It was a little difficult with her. You see, she figured out that Amanda was pregnant on her own before we told her we were married and it was not pretty. You want to tell the story or should I?" Lee said to his wife.

"Go right ahead. You could probably tell it better anyway since you bore the brunt of my mother's outrage. Besides, I wasn't there for the whole conversation since the twins decided to make me sick at just the wrong moment."

"Ok, so we had decided to cut our private weekend short by a day to break the news to her first, thinking that would give her a day to think about things before we told the boys."

August 15, 1987

_"Mother!" Amanda called as she and Lee entered the house on Maplewood through the French doors leading into the den._

_"In the kitchen, Darling," Dotty called back._

_"You ready for this," Amanda said as she linked her hand with her husband's for strength._

_"No," he said honestly, "But we don't have a choice." He gripped her hand tightly as they walked from the den to the kitchen._

_"You two decide to end your romantic weekend already?" Dotty said coolly with a knowing look on her face. _

_"Romantic weekend," Amanda said with a worried look at Lee because of the tone in her mother's voice._

_"Well, you don't honestly expect me to believe yet another cockamamie story about you two working these endless late nights and yet another weekend that perfectly coincides with Joe's weekend with Phillip and Jamie, now do you?"_

_"Listen," Lee said calmly, "Why don't we all just sit down and talk?"_

_"I don't want to sit down. There comes a point when I just can't take being lied to anymore, especially now."_

_"What do you mean, especially now?"Amanda asked nervously._

_"Just answer me this, Amanda. When is the baby due?"_

_"Baby?", Lee choked out looking at Amanda with a worried expression._

_"Yes, the baby," Dotty demanded. "Do you think that I haven't figured out by now that you got my daughter pregnant; Not that I'm entirely surprised. I mean, I've known for months that the two of you have been sleeping together, ever since bits of your clothing started turning up in her laundry."_

_"Mother, just listen for a minute," Amanda said. "There's more to it than that."_

_"Stop, Amanda. Just stop. If you're going to make up yet another lame story, I don't want to hear it. I don't care that you've been sleeping together. You're both adults and God knows you've been lonely for far too long and I know that you love Lee. I've known it since the first time I ever heard you talk about him, long before you ever introduced me to him. I just thought you, both of you," she said with a pointed glance at Lee, "would exercise more caution. I mean, my God, Amanda you've got two impressionable young boys. How are you going to explain this to them? You're supposed to be setting an example for them. How are you going to do that when you come home pregnant out of wedlock?"_

_"Mother, I'm not..."_

_Dotty cut her off again, "Don't even try to deny it, Missy. Do you think I'm stupid? Do you think I haven't noticed how tired you've been lately, how you've been turning your nose up at your breakfast and how when you don't, you haven't been able to keep it down? My room is right next to yours, you know. Or how about this? I'm the one who's been doing the majority of the household shopping since you're either working or with Lee and do you know what I've noticed. You haven't added tampons to the shopping list for at least two months. Do you have an alternate explanation for all of that?" Amanda answer was to cover her mouth and make a beeline for the stairs as a wave of nausea hit her. "You see," Dotty said with a wild gesture at Lee. "There she goes again."_

_"Dotty, will you just calm down a second and listen. This really isn't what you think."_

_"Don't you tell me to calm down, Lee Stetson. I am her mother and I have every right to be upset by this. I am worried for my daughter and I want to know what you intend to do about it," she said with a wild gesture. _

_Lee grabbed her arms to stop their wild flailing, "Dotty, listen, really."_

_Dotty wrenched her arms from his grasp and said, "No. All I want is a very simple answer from you to a very simple question. This is your child she's carrying."_

_"I know that, Dotty, and I have every intention of being there for her and for our unborn child every step of the way, but you've got to calm down and listen to reason," he said as he grabbed her arms again._

_"Be there for her?"Dotty questioned. "Does that mean you intend to marry her?"_

_"No," Lee said. "But..." Lee hesitated unsure if he should drop the bomb without Amanda being there with him._

_Dotty glanced down at his hands on her arms, fully intending to pull away again when she noticed the wedding band he was wearing. "I see," Dotty said picking his left hand up from her arm. "You're already married." She covered her face with her hands and said, "God, this is worse than I thought." When she lowered her hands, she said, "Of course. You've been married all this time."_

_"Yes," Lee confessed breathing a sigh of relief now that the truth was out. "Look, we wanted to tell you, but it's complicated which is why we all need to sit down and talk about this."_

_"Well, I must say, this certainly explains a lot. No wonder Amanda kept you hidden from us for so long even though it was obvious by the way that she talked about you that she had feelings for you. I mean, this all makes perfect sense now. It's why she feels the need to make up stories when she wants to spend time with you alone, why she's so secretive about her time with you and why you two have been together all this time, but don't seem any closer to making a permanent commitment that you did when you've been together since before Christmas."_

_"Longer than that, actually," Lee said. "We've been together for well over a year."_

_"This love affair has been going on for more than a year?"_

_"This is more than just a love affair," Lee said in confusion._

_"Well, what else would you call it? Let me ask, you something, does your wife know? About Amanda, I mean?"_

_It struck Lee then exactly what Dotty meant. "Dotty, you've got the wrong idea here."_

_"How could I have the wrong idea? The evidence is obvious. The wedding band and you just said yourself that you're married."_

_"Yes, I'm married, Dotty, to Amanda. That's what we've been trying to tell you."_

_"No, I don't believe for a second that my daughter would get married without telling me about it."_

_"But you do believe that she'd have an illicit love affair with a married man? Come on, you know Amanda better than that. I've only known her for four years where you've known her her entire life and even I know that's something she would never do."_

_"No, this is crazy," Dotty said._

_"It's true, Mother," Amanda said as she descended the stairs and put her arm around Lee's waist. _

_"Are you ok?"Lee said brushing a soft kiss against her forehead._

_"Yeah, I'm ok. It's just this baby of yours is definitely making his presence known," Amanda said with a slight grimace._

_"Oh, so it's just my baby now. What happened to our baby?"_

_"So, you admit that you're pregnant?"Dotty said._

_"I was never denying it, Mother. I was trying to tell you that I'm not pregnant out of wedlock like you thought, that Lee and I got married six months ago."_

_"You're really married?"Dotty said disbelievingly._

_"Yes, Mother," Amanda said holding up her left hand displaying the rings she wore._

"So," Amanda said continuing the story where her husband left off. "Once we convinced her that we were married and that we weren't having some tawdry, clandestine love affair, we had no choice but to tell her the whole truth about the agency and what we really do. We'd never have been able to explain to her the reasoning behind keeping our secret if we hadn't."

"So, did she accept it?"Jennie said on pins and needles.

"More or less," Lee answered. "She was still angry that we kept it from her, but I think that knowing she had another grandchild on the way helped ease that a little."

"Of course, I hadn't been to my own doctor or had an ultrasound yet, so we didn't know that I was carrying not one, but two babies. The doctor told me that was why I was so tired all the time and why the morning sickness was more severe than it had been with my first two pregnancies."

"When I saw everything that you went through to bring our children into this world, I think it made me fall even more in love with you," Lee said as he ran his fingers through her hair affectionately.

"Aw, that's so sweet," Amanda said as she kissed him softly. "But don't think I'm ready to go through that again. When they start coming two at a time, it's time to do something about it."

"You mean you don't want ten more," He teased.

"So, what is it your plan to keep me barefoot and pregnant?"

"No, but we sure might have some fin trying," He said with a devilish grin.

"Perhaps I should leave you two alone," Jennie said. "I've intruded on your family time enough for one day."

"No, don't go. You're not intruding," Amanda said. "Is she, Lee?"

"No, not at all," Lee said knowing that it would do no good to argue with his wife.

"In fact, I was thinking you should probably stay here tonight. I mean, that dingy little safe house can't be anywhere near as comfortable as our guest room. Besides, I can't imagine that your CIA contacts will allow you to stay there much longer now that they know that your case has been closed and your life is no longer in danger."

"No, I couldn't possibly," Jennie said not quite sure that her son wanted her there wondering if he'd just said so to appease his wife.

"Why? You don't have any place else you can go once the CIA kicks you out of the safe house, do you?"

"No," she admitted.

"Then where better to stay than with your family," Amanda said.

"But all of my things are there," Jennie protested.

"No problem," Amanda said. "Lee can take you back by there in the minivan to pack up your things while I get the guest room set up for you. It'll give you two some alone time to do some more catching up."

"Well, I suppose," Jennie said still unsure.

"You might as well stop arguing," Lee said. "One thing you should know about my wife is that once she's got her mind made up, there's no stopping her."

"Well, it seems I have no choice," Jennie replied with a smile.

"Good, then it's all settled," Amanda said as she stood. "You two go ahead and get to it and I'm going to go check on Phillip and Jamie while you two get ready to go, then I'll work on the guest room." She quickly gathered up the coffee cups and carried them and the tray out of the room with her.

"She is quite the bundle of energy for a woman who just gave birth to twins six weeks ago," Jennie said marveling at her daughter-in-law."

Lee shook his head, smiled and said, "There's not another woman like her in the world. She never stops surprising me."
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As Lee and Jennie entered the small house together, Lee soon understood what Amanda had meant about it being dingy and exactly why she'd wanted his mother out of there. "So," he began awkwardly. "This is where you've been living all this time," feeling overwhelmed by the thought that she'd been just a few miles away from the home he shared with Amanda and yet had been so out of reach.

"Not all this time, no," Jennie answered. "Due to the danger I was believed to be in if it were to become common knowledge that I was not killed in the horrible car accident that took your father's life, I've been moved constantly. I've only been here for a few months."

"That makes sense, I guess," He replied feeling like an idiot. Of course, she wouldn't have stayed in the same place for very long. He'd worked enough witness relocation cases over the years that he should have known that, but his mind was such a jumble at having her back in his life that he was finding it hard to think straight.

"It shouldn't take me too long to pack my things," Jennie said as she made her way into the bedroom her son following behind her.

"I'll help," he said. "The sooner we get done, the sooner, I can get home to my family."

"You're really quite the devoted family man, aren't you," Jennie commented beaming with pride in her son and how very like his father he was and not just in his looks. "You should know, now that we've met and I see the dedication you've shown to your wife and children, I...I'm extremely proud of you."

"Thank you, but it wasn't always that way," he said guiltily. "There was a time a few years ago when I would do anything to keep from forming any kind of solid bond with anyone. I doubt you'd have been very proud of me then. In fact, I think you'd have been downright ashamed of me. I'm ashamed of myself for some of the rotten things I did in my past before I met Amanda. Particularly in how I treated women."

"Oh?"She said curiously, as she pulled her suitcases from the closet.

"Listen, I don't really want to get into all that. It's a long, painful story and we should get you packed so we can get out of here. Where should we start?" he said with a glance around the room.

Jennie bit her lip thoughtfully as she thought of Amanda's lecture to her earlier about how her son needed to be gently coaxed into revealing his feelings and tried to figure out how best to accomplish that goal without it seeming like she was pushing. When her eyes traveled to the dresser and the framed photographs that droned it's surface, a thought struck her. _Brilliant, _she thought. "Would you mind terribly collecting those for me?" she asked him as she gestured toward the dresser.

"Sure, I can do that," Lee answered as he crossed the room to do that. He couldn't help but look at the black and white photos as they were all of him or his parents of some combination of the three of them, some of which he'd never seen before. He picked one up of his father cradling and infant, turned to his mother with it in his hands as he gazed at it. "Is this me and dad?"He asked as he walked to her side angling to photo just enough to show it to her.

"Yes," she answered with a warm smile. "That was taken the day you were born."

"The smile on his face...it...it looks so much like a picture that Dotty took of me, the first time I held Matthew," he said getting choked up as he spoke the words.

"Your father loved you very much, as much as you love your children. I'll never forget the look on his face the first moment he laid eyes on you."

June 17, 1950

_Jennie sat up in her hospital bed, exhausted, but elated as she held her newborn son in her arms and gazed down into his tiny face, his bright eyes staring up at her. She tore her gaze from his when she heard a soft tap on the door. Her smile widened as she saw her husband standing in the doorway hesitantly. "Matthew, my love, come in and meet your son," she said. _

_Matthew entered the room and sat gingerly at the edge of the bed. "He's perfect, My Jennie," he said grinning from ear to ear. He bent slightly to place a tender kiss to his wife's lips then gazed down at the tiny bundle in her arms._

_"He is, indeed," she agreed as she stroked her son's head. "You should hold him," she said as she nodded with her head to his arms. When her husband obeyed, she transferred their son to his waiting arms positioning the baby's head it the crook of her husband's arm. "It's imperative to support his head." She smiled at the look of pure joy on her husband's face as he cradled their newborn son, the giddy smile never leaving his face. _

_"He's incredible," Matt gushed. _

_"Yes. Now, the question is what are we going to call him? I was thinking we'd name him after you, my husband, since he looks so much like you," she suggested._

_"No," Matthew said as her looked from the baby to his wife. "The fact that he looks so much like me it the exact reason we shouldn't name him after me. I wouldn't want him to grow up believing that he should be a carbon copy of me. I want him to learn to think for himself. He should have a name that's all his own. The way he's gripping my finger so tightly, the way he's looking at me so inquisitively, I can tell he's going to have a strategic, military mind."_

_"All the more reason to name him after his father with his brilliant, strategic, military mind," Jennie said._

_"No," Matthew said firmly._

_"So, how about we call him Robert, for your brother? He's a military man as well."_

_"I don't think Bob would ever let me hear the end of it," Matt said with a chuckle. "But we could give him his middle name, Lee. How does that sound?"_

_"I never have understood why your mother named your brother after Robert E Lee," Jennie said. _

_"His father was a military man, as well," Matthew answered. "As was mine. So, what do you think?" _

_"Alright," Jennie conceded. "But on one condition. We give him your name as his middle name." _

"Lee Matthew Stetson," He said with a nod. "I like it." He then looked down again as his son and said with a warm smile, "Welcome to the world, Lee Matthew Stetson, my son."

Lee found tears once again forming in his eyes at hearing his mother recount the story of how he got his name and of the first time that his father had held him. He blinked them back, to proud to let them fall in front of his mother. He cleared his throat loudly. "So, you didn't have a name picked out for me before I was born?" he questioned.

"Oh, we tried, but we could never agree on names that we both liked for a boy. We had no trouble deciding on a girl's name. We agreed on that right away, but obviously, you were not a girl. If you had been, your name would have been Elizabeth Lorraine."

"Well, I'm not sure how well that would have gone over in the intelligence community," he said with a chuckle.

"So, how did you and Amanda decide what to name your children?"

"Well, it was a little easier for us. Modern medical technology being a lot more advanced that it was in 1950, we knew ahead of time that we were having a boy and a girl. Amanda and I agreed that our son shouldn't be named after me. She never did like the idea of juniors. That's why neither of the older boys is named after her ex. She suggested that we name them after you and Dad since you both died as heroes serving this country and that's what we try to do in our jobs. Or we thought you both died." He paused for a moment. "I thought it was a nice idea and was very touched by the thought. Then I thought that since Amanda's dad wasn't with us anymore and since Dotty had been so great in welcoming me into the family in spite of the fact that I helped her daughter continually lie to her, that there should be some respect paid to her parents as well. So, their names became Matthew Carl and Jennifer Dorothea Stetson."

"That's lovely," Jennie said.

"Well, it wasn't so lovely about a month before they were born. They gave us a hell of a scare on our wedding anniversary."

"How so?"

"Amanda went into labor six weeks early and doctors were worried because twins tend to be smaller in size than single babies even when they go to full-term."

"My goodness," Jennie said. "That must have been terrifying for you,"

"It was," Lee said with a nod. "It was the scarier than any terrorist or KGB agent I've ever faced. It worked out ok. The agency had some of their best doctors helping out and they were able to stop her labor, but the doctor ordered her on bed rest through the remainder of her pregnancy just to be safe, which was sheer torture for both of us. Amanda hated being confined to bed because she's used to being so active and she drove me crazy because she didn't want to stay put. At one point, I had to threaten to get out my handcuffs to get her to stay in bed."

Jennie laughed and said, "I can see that. Amanda seems to be very a strong-willed woman."

"You don't know the half of it," Lee said with a chuckle. He then looked back toward the photos on the dresser and said, "So, some of these pictures I've never seen before. How did you end up with them? You said you never went back to the house because it was too dangerous."

"I didn't, but Agent Carpenter did. He was the one responsible for investigating Blackthorne's reports on us and was later assigned to investigate the accident. He knew that I had survived the accident, but without the benefit of my memories. The doctors had told him that familiar things, familiar surroundings might help me to recover my memories and because he knew that I couldn't go home, he was kind enough to use his status as the investigator on the case to bring some of my home to me. Seeing the photos of you and your father and of the three of us together did help immensely in regaining some semblance of who I was. It was a long, slow, painful process."

"I imagine it was," Lee said with a hint of sadness in his voice. "I remember almost two years ago when I was investigating Blackthorne, I kept having this recurring nightmare about you and dad, but for the longest time I didn't know what it meant. It was one of the few times that I ever voluntarily talked to an agency shrink and he told me that it was probably a repressed memory trying to work its way to the surface and he offered to try to take me through some kind of regression therapy, but I didn't let him. I didn't want him probing that deeply into my mind. I've never trusted doctors of any kind. Instead, I had Amanda help me. She...she was a real trouper through the whole thing. God, I loved her so much even then. I just hadn't quite gotten up the nerve to tell her that yet. She told me months later that when I was under the influence of the drug she used on me to get to the truth that I called her "My Amanda."

"Hmmm, I heard you call her that earlier when you first came home," Jennie acknowledged. "Your father used to do the same."

"Really?"

"Yes, he very often called me, "My Jennie."

"I wonder if that's where I picked it up from," Lee mused. "Maybe I heard him do that when I was a kid and just never remembered it. A lot of my memories from that time are still kind of fuzzy."

"I suppose it's possible," His mother said. "So, you obviously finally did gather the courage to tell Amanda how you felt about her."

"Yeah, I did," He said with a smile. "I asked her to marry me a month after we put Blackthorne down. I was amazed when she said yes right away after all the hell I put her through for the three years prior to that when I was trying to hide my feelings and pretend that I didn't give a crap about her when in reality, I couldn't ever imagine my life without her in it."

"You're really in love with her," Jennie commented.

"It shows, huh?"

"Very much so," She replied. "I'm glad, very glad that I got to see you happy. That is all that I have ever wanted for you."

"I know the feeling. That's what I want for my kids more than anything," he glanced back at the array of photos and picked another one up. "What's this one?" he asked as he held it out to her. "It looks like you holding a baby in what looks like a hospital, but it doesn't look the same as the one of me and dad. It doesn't even look like the same place."

Jennie sighed and fidgeted nervously hoping it would be a while longer before she'd have to answer a question like that. "That's because it's not," she answered quietly.

"I don't understand," Lee said.

"The child in that photograph isn't you, my boy," she explained.

"Not me? How is that possible? I'm the only child you and dad ever had."

"No, Lee, you're not," she said leaving him standing there in open-mouthed shock.
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Lee gaped at his mother for a long moment, stunned at the revelation that contrary to what he had always believed, he was _not_ an only child. His thoughts were reeling when he said, "Ok, you've got some serious explaining to do."

"Lee, Darling, I didn't want to tell you this way," she said reaching out to touch his face.

Lee backed away from her abruptly. "Don't!" He said holding his hands up as if to fend her off. "Explain! NOW!"

Jennie Stetson took a long deep breath and began, "On the day of the accident, I'd just discovered that I was pregnant. I hadn't yet told your father as I wanted to wait until we'd wrapped up this mess involving Blackthorne. I think he suspected that something was bothering me though, because just before the accident happened, he commented that I was being unusually quiet. I was lost in my own thoughts about it. We were already struggling to keep you away from the life we led and were desperately trying to live as normal a home life with you as we possibly could. While I was immensely pleased about the baby, I was also frightened to death at the idea of bringing another child into our dangerous existence. You must have felt the same way at hearing the news that you were going to be a father."

"Stop it," Lee said in annoyance. "Stop trying to use my love for my children against me to gain sympathy for yourself. You've done it several times since this whole thing started and I'm getting damn sick of it." He couldn't understand how his mother could justify staying away from him all these years when she'd been raising another child just fine.

Jennie sighed and said, "This isn't how I planned this." She sat wearily on the bed holding the framed photograph in her hands as she gazed at it. "There was a reason that I was looking for this agent code-named Scarecrow before I went looking for you. I wanted to speak to him, not only regarding the details of how the Blackthorne case was closed, but also because I'd heard that he and his partner were the best in the business. That they'd never had a missing person's case that they weren't able to solve. I had hoped to engage their help in finding not only my son, but by daughter as well so that I could attempt to put my family back together. Of course, I had no idea that the famous Scarecrow was the son I'd left behind so many years ago."

"Your daughter, so that means I've got a sister," Lee said softly.

"Yes," she answered. "She was born May 14th, 1956."

"I'm curious about something else you said," Lee said as he sat next to her on the bed. "You said you'd heard that Amanda and I have never had an unsolved missing person's case. Is that what this is? Is my...my...sister...missing?" he stammered.

"In a way," Jennie said. "You see, the day that I gave birth to her, I still didn't have all of my memories back. I had remembered you and your father by that point, but not any details of what had caused the accident and had very vague memories of what we did for a living. Agent Carpenter had arranged for me to have the baby in a private hospital and also arranged for a private adoption under an assumed name, the name that I gave you when I introduced myself."

"Jenna Davis," he said. "Very clever pseudonym, by the way, a variation of your first name combined with Dad's middle name."

"Yes, that was also Agent Carpenter's idea. Apparently, the psychiatrist's he'd been working with on my behalf had recommended keeping my alias as close to something familiar as possible to help with recovering my memories but also different enough that it wouldn't be easy for my enemies to track me down and try to harm me or my children."

"So, not only did you abandon me, but you gave my sister away to be raised by strangers," Lee said icily.

"How can you be so cold?" Jennie asked in horror. "You sit there passing judgment on me, accuse me of abandoning you and your sister, yet you have absolutely no idea how difficult that was for me to do. How painful it was. I labored for twelve hours to bring her into the world only to give her to someone else to care for. You have your children at home waiting for you. You and your wife are rearing them together as a couple should. You couldn't possibly understand what it was like to have to make a heart-wrenching decision like that. Your sister was the only piece of your father I had left. You said yourself that you don't know what you would do if you ever lost Amanda. Try adding to that losing your children as well. With that in mind, can't you try to imagine what it was like for me to leave you and your sister behind?"

Lee stood, ran a hand through his hair and said, "I don't know. I just don't know, ok? I don't know what to think of any of this. This morning my life was great! I had my kids, my wife, my job, even my goofball, meddling mother-in-law. The kids are happy and healthy. Amanda was released by her daughter so I finally had my partner back at the office, not to mention having her back as my lover. My life was full, complete even. Now you reappear in my life and I start to realize how much my life was missing that I didn't even know was missing, that it wasn't as complete as I thought it was. You keep asking me to put myself in your shoes, but you're not seeing the other side. How about you try putting yourself in my shoes for just a second and see how you would react to something like this."

"It is a lot to take in. I acknowledge that, but-"

"No buts," Lee interrupted. "It's a lot to take in, period."

"I know that you're upset-"

"No, no, no, no, no," Lee said interrupting her again. "Upset is not a word I would use right now. I'm more than upset...I'm...I...Aw hell...I don't know what I am," he said in frustration as he flopped down on the bed again. "Hurt? Confused? Angry? A little lost?"

"I'm all of those things and more," Jennie said. "Believe me, this is not the way that I wanted you to find out about your sister. I have hoped to meet her first, explain the situation to her, and maybe try to get to know her a little before reuniting the two of you."

"You can't really call it reuniting us when we've never met, can you?"

"No, I suppose I really can't," she conceded. "If it makes you feel any better, I've never met her either. I held her for no more than ten minutes, just long enough for that photo to be taken before she was taken from me by a CIA agent to be handed off to the adoption agency, then to her new parents. I never saw your sister again."

"You keep calling her my sister as if she doesn't have a name," Lee said. "Why?"

"To be honest, I don't know her name," Jennie answered. "I was kept out of all that to protect myself and her. After she was taken from me, I knew nothing more of what happened to her, not her name, who her adoptive parents were... I don't even know what adoption agency was used."

"So how did you expect me to be able to find her? Amanda and I may be good at our jobs, but I don't know that we're that good. We'd need something more to go on than just a birth date."

"Does that mean you'll help me?" Jennie asked hopefully.

Lee smiled and said, "Yeah, I guess it does. I mean, after all, she is my sister, isn't she?"

I'm sor-"

"Don't," Lee said.

"Lee, please," Jennie pleaded with him.

"What is mean is that there's no apology necessary. I get that you were only doing what you did to protect your family. If I were in your shoes, I may have done the same. If it came down to it, as much as it would kill me to be away from them, if I had to stay away from my kids to protect them, that's exactly what I'd do. I'd give my life for them if I had to. They mean everything to me."

I understand completely," Jennie said with a smile. "Thank you for understanding."

"Come on," he said rising from the bed and reaching for her hand. "Let's get you packed so I can get back to my kids, huh?"

"And me to my grandchildren," she added as she took his hand and allowed him to help her up. As they resumed the task of packing, Jennie attempted also to resume their conversation still waning to know more about her son. "So, you mentioned that Amanda was just released from her doctor's care. I assume that you meant as a result of giving birth to the twins?"

"Yeah, she just had her post-partum check-up yesterday and today was her first day back at work," Lee answered.

She couldn't resist teasing him a little since she'd seen how embarrassed he'd become earlier by his near slip-of-the-tongue when talking about his wife. "So, I have to ask then, what exactly was it that your mother-in-law and I interrupted in that gazebo?"

"You didn't interrupt anything," Lee said smiling at the memory.

"No?'

Lee shook his head still smiling and said, "No, nothing."

"So, then I must have been mistaken in thinking that I heard the sounds of you two scrambling to right your clothing," she teased. "And I must have imagined that I saw your face and neck covered in Amanda's lipstick. I mean, if there was indeed nothing going on out there to interrupt."

"Oh, I never said there was nothing going on out there. You just didn't interrupt it," he fired back with a grin.

"Oh, I see," she said a little startled that he was being so open with her.

"What? Are you making judgments now?"

"No, not at all," she replied.

"Then what's with the look? You know, there's nothing wrong with husband and wife making love."

"Of course there isn't," Jennie said and then added with a grin, "My dear son, if I felt that there were, you wouldn't be here, now would you?"

"Touché," Lee said blushing slightly. "Let's just change the subject, ok?"

"Gladly," she said. "So, your mother-in-law made a crack about you trampling the flower beds. Might I ask what that was all about or do I want to know?"

"It's not what you think," Lee said. "And get your mind out of the gutter. The flowerbed thing goes back to the early days of my partnership with Amanda before I'd met Dotty and the boys. Hell, it was before they even knew I existed." He related the story of how he used to tap on the kitchen window and how Amanda would always meet him in the back yard of the old house. "Then when we started dating, she used to meet me out in the gazebo when it was still at the old house so it has special meaning for us. That's where we used to steal a few minutes alone together when we were still keeping our relationship a secret. That's the reason we decided to move it to the new house with us. It kind of became our special place."

"That's lovely," Jennie said with a smile

Before either of them could say another word, their conversation was interrupted by the sound of bullets slamming into the side of the house and of breaking glass as flying bullets pierced the windows. "Get down!" Lee shouted as he reached for his mother and threw both of them to the floor as bullets whizzed overhead.
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"Get down!" Lee shouted as he reached for his mother and threw both of them to the floor as bullets whizzed overhead. "Are you ok?" he said as he reached for the 9mm at his hip. When she nodded he said, "Stay here." He then rose to his knees staying low behind the bed to gauge where the shots were coming from.

"I certainly will not," Jennie protested. "I'm not letting you face this alone. I just got you back. I'm not about to lose you again." She then cautiously reached her hand up beneath her pillow to pull out her own gun.

"Pistol under the pillow, huh? My kind of girl," Lee said with a grin. "Maybe the agency shrinks are right about that Freudian theory after all."

Jennie slapped at him playfully and said, "You just behave yourself, my boy and concentrate on the mission at hand."

Lee chuckled as he took his stance, looked for his opportunity and fired two shots through the shattered window, satisfied when her heard a yelp of pain through the other side. While the incoming shots ceased for a moment, he used the opportunity to leap over the bed and pressed himself flat against the wall between the two windows in the room listening intently for any sounds coming from outside. When he heard only the low groan of pain from whoever he'd hit, he cautiously peered sideways through the window frame to his left, gun poised and at the ready. He saw three hooded figures all dressed in black, one on the ground and the other two tending to the injured one.

He quickly turned to his mother, held up one finger, then leapt through the broken window. "Freeze!" He shouted leveling his gun at them. The one to the right reached for his weapon, but Lee fired off a warning shot, stopping him in his tracks. "Don't even think about it, Pal!" The figure tossed his gun to the side, but only laughed at Lee as he did so, unnerving the agent. Lee looked around hesitantly wondering if there were more than just these three. Just as he did so, he heard his mother's scream from inside the house. "Mom!' he shouted as he leapt back through the window to find she'd been stripped of her weapon and had her arms pinned behind her by two more hooded figures."Let her go," he said pointed his gun squarely at the head of one of them. "I've been doing this for fifteen years and I don't miss."

Before he could get out another word, he was grabbed from behind by the two he'd left outside, causing him to drop his weapon as his arms were soon pinned behind his back. "Let me go, you bastards," He said as he struggled against them. He managed to work one arm free and threw a punch at the one to his left, knocking him against the wall with a loud thunk. The one still holding his right arm tried to get him in a choke hold, but Lee used the fact that he was behind him to head-butt him and smiled at hearing the satisfying crunch of the attacker's nose being broken. Now freed of the two goons, he rolled across the floor as he scrambled for his weapon, but was stopped by the voice of one of the others.

"Uh-uh, Stetson," the thug said. "Don't try it. Not unless you want to bury Mommy here all over again." Lee looked up to find that the one who'd spoken had a gun aimed right at his mother's temple.

"Let her go," Lee shouted.

"I don't think so," the goon fired back. "She's who we came for now that the CIA has pulled the bodyguard detail from here."

"Then think again," a familiar raspy voice sounded from behind Jennie and the men holding her.

Lee smiled at seeing his wife enter the room, her revolver in hand, aimed at the back of the man's head, and watched as he dropped his gun to the floor. Lee reached for his own gun, rose to his feet and said, "Now, let her go." As they did so, the two injured men behind him scrambled to their feet and made a hasty escape through the window. "Crap," Lee shouted. "You got this?" he said to Amanda.

"Yes, go," Amanda replied as she and Jennie cuffed the two men while Lee barreled out the window after the others.

As Lee got outside, he saw them leaping into a van parked at the curb and peeling off with a loud squeal of the tires against the pavement. He fired off his last three shots hoping to blow out their tires, but missed all three times. "Damn it!" he swore as he holstered his now empty weapon. He shook his head in frustration as he walked to the one still lying on the ground who'd been abandoned by his comrades. He reached down the feel for a pulse and found that while unconscious, he was still alive. He stepped back into the house through the window, broken glass crunching beneath his feet. "The other two got away and there's one more that I got a shot into. He's going to need medical attention."

Amanda nodded as she shoved one of the cuffed goons to the bed while Jennie did the same with the other, and said, "Help should be here soon. I called the agency before I left the house."

"Not that I'm not grateful for the rescue, Amanda, but what the hell are you doing here?"Lee asked her.

"I'm backing up my partner just as I've done for the past five years," She answered.

"How'd you know there'd be trouble?"

"I'll explain later once we get these guys into holding cells," Amanda said.

"Well, whatever the reason, you were absolutely brilliant, Amanda," Jennie said.

"Thank you," Amanda said with a warm smile at her mother-in-law.

"So, who are you working for," Lee asked the thug nearest him as he roughly pulled the hood from the man's head causing him to yelp as he yanked out hair in the process.

"Go to hell," was the only reply Lee got.

"You first, Pal," he said as reached for his mother's abandoned gun training it against the man's throat. "Now, I'll ask again, who are you working for? Why were you after my mother?"

"Go...to...hell," the man replied again. "Just shoot me if you're going to. You're getting nothing, either way."

Lee sighed in frustration and handed the gun to his mother. As much as he'd loved to put a bullet in the guy for attacking his mother, he knew that was not the way to get answers. "Great," Lee said impatiently.

The squeal of tires and an ambulance siren sounded from outside. Amanda quickly walked to the window as members of the agency retrieval team piled into the yard and yelled, "In here."

The team entered the house through the front door and soon walked into the bedroom while the ambulance crew worked on the fallen man in the yard. "What happened in here," one of them asked.

"We were attacked," Lee asked succinctly. "They were after my mother."

"Your mother," the agent replied in confusion. He'd worked with Stetson a few times and always thought that both of his parents were dead.

"Long story," Lee answered. "Can we get these buys back to the agency?'

"Yeah," the other agent answered as he and his team forcibly hauled the two men out of the room.

"So, Amanda, how'd you figure out that there was trouble brewing?"

"Well, while I was working on the guest room, I remembered the trouble you were having with the D'Angelo case and I started looking through the files in your office at home and it hit me that I'd heard the name before back when we were investigating Blackthorne."

"Martin D'Angelo?" Jennie questioned.

Lee nodded and said, "You know him?"

"Yes, he worked with your father many times. He was in Army Intelligence, too. We had suspected that he was a double agent, working with Blackthorne. We even suspected that he was Blackthorne's contact to the other side, but we could never gather enough hard evidence against him."

Lee's mind flashed back to the memory he had of sitting in the tree hearing Blackthorne talking to someone who'd been sitting in a car talking about how his parents had something to show him, but not there because there was a kid, him. His mind then drifted to the memory jolt he'd had when he had first heard his mother's voice in his kitchen and the argument that his parents had regarding D'Angelo. Was it possible that the same case he was working now was related to the one that had caused him to lose his parents? "So, Amanda, you still didn't fully explain how you knew there'd be trouble tonight?"

"I didn't know for sure," Amanda answered. "It was really just a hunch more than anything, but it was a hunch I felt I needed to follow up on. When I was reviewing the D'Angelo files you had at the house and found out from his background information that he used to work in Army Intelligence, and that he'd once worked with your father and I then found out that he'd been dishonorably discharged for questionable interrogation tactics, I started putting the pieces together. I knew from my visit here earlier that the CIA had already pulled their guards from here since they thought your mom was out of danger, so what better time for an attack when she'd be unprotected. Once we moved her to our house where there's more security, plus the two of us there to protest her, it would be much harder for anyone to get to her. I thought it would be safer to check it out, just in case, so I called the agency, then I called mother so she and Curt could come over and watch the kids, then I came here and I'm glad I did."

"Yeah, me too," Lee said as he slipped one arm around her waist and brushed a soft kiss to her forehead.

Jennie gaped at her daughter-in-law. "My dear girl, how on earth did you manage to say all that in one breath?"

Lee laughed as he wrapped his arms tightly around his wife and said, "You get used to it."

"We should get her packed and get her out of here before something else happens," Amanda said.

"Yeah, you're right," Lee said as he released his hold on her. The three of them worked together to pack Jennie's meager belongings and load the filled boxes that they'd brought with them to the family minivan.

Once their task was completed, they all stood in the driveway for a moment to catch their breath until Amanda said, "Listen, why don't you take all this stuff home and have the boys help you unload it. I'll take the 'vette to the agency and get started on debriefing the guys we just nabbed.

"No," Lee said. "We should all stick together. We don't know how many of those flunkies D'Angelo might have out there. Safety in numbers. You head to the house in the van with my mom and I'll follow behind you in the 'vette. Then we'll all go to the agency together."

"All of us," Jennie inquired clearly uncomfortable with the idea.

"Yes," Lee said firmly. "You were the one they were after and you were a witness to this mess. We're going to need an official record of your statement. Besides, maybe while we're there, we'll be able to find out some info on my missing sister."

"Sister?"Amanda questioned.

"Long story," Lee said.

"I'll tell you the whole sordid tale on the way back to your house," Jennie promised.

"I'll be looking forward to it," Amanda said.

"Alright, now that that's settled, we really shouldn't hang out here much longer," Lee said, "Just in case D'Angelo has more cronies out there."


	15. Chapter 15

At the agency, outside one of the debriefing rooms, Amanda was waiting with Lee while his mother was giving her statement, Lee pacing furiously back and forth.

"Lee, Sweetheart, you're going to wear a hole in the floor at the rate you're going," Amanda said worriedly.

"I can't help it. I should be in there with her," Lee grumbled.

"Come on, Lee, you know you can't. You know the rules," Amanda reminded.

"Well, screw the rules. Do you think in the past five years, that there are any rules left that you and I haven't broken?"

"I know, but they need her to tell her whole story objectively without any interruptions and you're not in a position to be objective."

"Screw objectivity too," Lee yelled. "This is my mother. I just got her back today and not even a whole day passed by when I nearly lost her again."

"Lee, I know how you feel, but-"

"Don't say that, Amanda. I love you and I know that you're trying to be supportive, but don't try to tell me that you know how I feel. You can't possibly know how I feel."

"No? Lee, I know you, sometimes better than you know yourself. I was there when you were having nightmares about your parents; I was there when you were going through the withdrawals from the drugs we used to coax those childhood memories out of you. Do you remember? Remember how I held you when you cried for your mother as if you were still five years old? I was there when you were clinging to me for dear life as if your wee drowning and I was your lifeline."

"I was drowning and you were my lifeline," Lee confirmed as he tenderly stroked her face. "I also remember waking up after all the nightmares were over and seeing you looking at me as if I was your whole world. I already knew that I loved you then, but it hit me in that moment just how much you loved me too. That's when it really hit me for the first time that we had a shot at a real future together. I also remember that it was a short time later after I'd gotten some real rest that we made love for the first time."

"I remember," Amanda said fondly as she ran a hand through his hair and then kissed him softly. "It was the first time ever that we spent a whole night together when it wasn't related to a case."

"I remember feeling a little disoriented the next day when I woke up. At first, I thought it was all part of the dreams because my dreams of my parents had gotten all mixed up with my dreams of you. Then when I really woke up and saw you next to me with your arms wrapped around me, I knew it wasn't a dream, but a dream come true." He reached for her hand and linked his fingers with hers.

"Kind of like having your mom back now, huh?"

"Yeah," he said with a sigh.

"Hey, listen, while we've got some time to kill, why don't we head upstairs and take a look at the CIA files Billy left up there and see if we can't get closer to finding your sister? It'll keep your mind occupied while we wait."

"Yeah," he said as he grasped her hand more firmly and they made their way down the hall and toward the elevator together. "Francine just better take damn good care of her," Lee said with one last backward glance.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

An hour later in the debriefing room, Francine and Jennie were wrapping up.

"You've given us a lot of good information here," Francine said. "Is there anything else at all that you can think of?"

"No, not really. I've told you everything that I can remember. It has been over thirty years ago, after all."

"Well, if you think of anything else, please let us know."

"I will, Miss Desmond, thank you," Jennie said warmly

"I'll walk you out," Francine said as both women rose from the table. Jennie paused for a moment. Francine noticing her staring at her said, "Is there something else?"

"Not about the case, no, I just...I saw how you and my son related to each other when we first arrived here. You know him quite well, don't you?"

Francine smiled and said, "Yes, I do and your daughter-in-law."

Jennie smiled back at her and said, "Amanda is a lovely woman. I'm so glad to him so happy."

"You should have seen him when he found out he was gonna' be a dad," Francine said.

"What can you tell me about it?"Jennie probed as they began walking out of the room together.

"Well, keep in mind that no one knew that they were married at the time and they were off work for four whole days after Amanda's physical revealed that she was pregnant. You wouldn't believe the rumors that were flying around this place. Of course, everyone here pretty much knew that Lee was the one responsible so by the time they came back to work, everyone was on pins and needles wondering what he was going to do about it. They even had a pool going.

**Monday, August 17, 1987**

_Francine stepped out of the closet elevator making her way toward Mrs. Marston's desk impatiently. "Are Lee and Amanda here yet?"_

_"Not since tem minutes ago when you called down here and asked for the twentieth time today," Mrs. Marston said dryly peering at Francine over the top of her glasses. "And you coming down here in person isn't going to make them magically appear."_

_Francine sighed and said, "I'm sorry. It's just that Billy and I have been running around like crazy, trying to quash all the rumors that are running rampant through this place and that would be a lot easier to do if they were here to offer an explanation. I'm sorry to keep bugging you, but to be honest, Billy's kind of on the warpath over this whole thing and I felt the need to get away from him for a minute."_

_"Well, I'd prefer it if you did it somewhere else," Mrs. Marston said in her typically cool tone. _

_"Well, speak of the devil," Francine said as she glanced up at the monitor and saw Lee and Amanda on it approaching the Georgetown entrance wrapped in each other's arms. Francine nodded to Mrs. Marston who buzzed them in. She gaped open-mouthed at them as they walked in together, Lee's arms wrapped around Amanda from behind, they fingers linked together over Amanda's abdomen._

_"So, I'm guessing you're happy about the news," Amanda said with a gleeful smile on her face._

_"Ecstatic," Lee answered with an equally gleeful smile. "Best birthday present ever."_

_"Um...Lee...wasn't your birthday two months ago," Francine interjected._

_"Yes, Francine, it was," He said with a wink then a loving gaze at the woman still wrapped in his arms. _

_"You know," Amanda said with a giggle. "That present of yours was kind of a gift to me too."_

_"Hmm, yeah, I do seem to recall that you were getting just as much enjoyment out of it as I was...maybe more," Lee said as he nuzzled her neck no longer trying to hide his feelings for her._

_Mrs. Marston cleared her throat loudly. "Mr. Stetson. Mrs. King," she said as she held out their IDs while Francine just continued to gape at them._

_Lee reluctantly released his hold on Amanda and reached for their IDs, clipped his to his lapel, glanced at Amanda's and said, "Actually, Mrs. Marston, It's no longer Mrs. King." He then gazed back at Amanda, took her left hand in his and said, "It's Mrs. Stetson now," as he proudly displayed the rings they both now wore openly. _

_"We're going to have to do something about this," Amanda said as she took her ID from her husband's right hand and looked at it in disdain._

_"I'll be damned," Francine said. "So, I guess Duffy's gonna' win the pool then."_

_"There's a pool," Amanda said looking amused._

_"Oh, yeah, they've been taking bets downstairs on how the two of you were going to handle the news of your pregnancy," Francine said. "Duffy bet that Lee would do the right thing and finally make and honest woman of you."_

_"Then he lost the pool," Amanda said as she released her husband's hand to clip on her ID._

_"How so? Lee just said that you're Mrs. Stetson now. So, are you telling me that you two didn't use this four-day vacation to run off and get married?"_

_"Nope," Lee said with a shake of his head as he wrapped an arm around his wife._

_"Then I don't get it," Francine said with a shake of her head. "Are you married or not."_

_"Oh, we're really married, Francine," Lee said not giving her any more information._

_"Lee, Sweetheart, don't you think you're being a little cruel?" Amanda said as she gazed at her husband. _

_"Not a bit," Lee said. "it's really no one's business but ours."_

_"You're impossible," she said with a playful slap on his chest before turning her attention back to Francine and saying, "Francine, the truth is we didn't use this four-day vacation to run off and get married because that's what we used our two week vacation back in February for."_

_"Now, if you ladies will excuse us, I'm sure Billy will have some questions for us," Lee said as he and his wife entered the elevator hand-in hand leaving the two nosiest women in the building staring at them in open-mouthed surprise._

"I'll tell you something, you could have knocked me over that day when they walked in and without so much as a hello just announced that they'd been married for six months. Of course, I didn't believe it at first. I thought it was just a story that Lee made up to cover up for the fact that he'd gotten her pregnant and make it seem less tawdry, but when I did the research, I found out that it was true," Francine said as she and Jennie began to ascend the stairs leading to the Q Bureau.

"I imagine that must have been quite a surprise for you," Jennie said as they reached the top of the stairs and entered the hallway.

"Oh, believe me, it was, particularly given Lee's history with women," Francine said as they entered the Q Bureau to find Amanda typing furiously at the computer on Lee's desk while Lee flipped through page after page of CIA files.

"Francine, I hope you're not filling my mother's head with unfounded rumors," Lee said in irritation.

"No, Lee, I was just filling her in on how you two decided to let us all in on your little secret last August," Francine answered.

"Oh, that," Amanda said never taking her eyes off of the computer screen.

"Oh that? Like it was no big deal that you two just ran off and eloped without telling a single soul about it?"

"Francine, that was almost a year ago. That was August and this is what...April. We've been married for over a year now. We have a home together and four children," Amanda said pausing in her typing, "And Lee's been an amazing father to all of them. I really wish you'd lay off his past and just let us focus on our future."

"Speaking of the past," Lee said with a glance at the computer. "Are you making any headway?"

"Not so far," Amanda said with a sigh.

"What is it that you're doing here?" Jennie inquired.

"Trying to find your missing daughter," Amanda answered.

"Here, try this one and see if there's a computer record that might get us further," Lee said. "File number JJ336501,"he read.

Amanda typed while Lee read and immediately shook her head, "Nope, locked out. My security clearance isn't high enough."

"Maybe mine is," Lee said as he as he handed her his key card.

"Bingo," Amanda said. "We're in. Let's see..." She began reading through the computer file punching in keystrokes as needed. "Jenna Davis, baby girl, May 14th, 1956. This is it. No name to go with it, but we've got the name of the hospital she was born in. That's a start."

"Is there any mention of the adoption agency that was used?" Jennie asked hopefully.

"No," Amanda said sadly. At seeing her mother-in-law's face fall, she said, "I'm sorry, but we've at least got a lead." Amanda rolled her head around trying to ease the crick that had formed in her neck at staring at the computer screen for so long."

"Here, let me," Lee said as he moved closer to his wife to massage her stiff neck muscles.

"Mmm," she sighed. "Thank you."

"Do you know if they got anything form the guys we nabbed tonight?" Lee asked Francine as he continued to work on his wife's neck.

"Nothing so far. At least the last time I check which was right before we came up here. They've all suddenly become mute," Francine said. "I don't think we're gonna' get anything out of them."

"And I don't think we're going to get any more out of these files or the computer records," Amanda said. "I think it's all gonna' be good-old-fashioned legwork from now on."

"I say it's time we knock off for the night then," Lee said as he glanced at his watch. "We should get home to the kids and give your mother a reprieve anyway. If we get home soon, we should still have time to say goodnight to the boys. It's not quite their bedtime yet."

"Yeah, let's go," Amanda said as she gathered up her things. "First thing tomorrow morning, we'll start with the hospital and see where that takes us."


	16. Chapter 16

Lee and Jennie arrived at the house before Amanda did and as they did, they noticed how quiet the house seemed. "Hello?" Lee called.

"Kitchen," Dotty called back.

"Hey," Lee said as he entered the kitchen with his mother behind to find his mother-in-law and her boyfriend seated at the kitchen table, sipping coffee. "Is Amanda home yet? I didn't see my car in the driveway," He said looking a little alarmed as she'd left the agency before he had.

Dotty, instantly recognizing that panicked look on her son-in-law's face, laid a hand on his arm and said, "Relax, Lee. She's okay. She called and said she had a stop to make on the way home so she'd probably get home after you even though she left before you did. She wanted to make sure you wouldn't worry."

"Good," Lee said breathing a sigh of relief. "I was a little worried. There was an attack tonight."

Dotty nodded and said, "Amanda thought there might be. That's why she asked us to come over and look after the children."

"She was right," Lee said and then added with a smile, "That's my Amanda. She's smart. She's always figuring things out before I do. She even figured out that I loved her long before I was even ready to admit it to myself, let alone to her."

"Who was it? Or is that one of those things that are classified," Dotty inquired.

Lee ran a hand through his hair, sighed and said, "I wish I knew. The man who attacked my parents when I was a kid is dead. I took him down myself almost two years ago, so I just don't know."

"What I'm more concerned about is how it is they knew that the CIA had ended the security detail on the house," Jennie chimed in.

Lee glanced at his mother and said, "you think it was someone inside the CIA?"

"Don't tell me you didn't consider the possibility," Jennie said looking at her son in surprise.

"I guess I just hadn't thought about it. The attack happened so fast. One minute we were talking, the next minute, bullets were flying at us." He sighed again and said, "We can't do anything about it tonight and the way Francine tells it, we're probably not going to get anything out of those goons that attacked us. They may not know anything anyway. Probably just hired muscle."

"Possibly," Jennie said as she chewed on her lower lip thoughtfully.

"Are the boys still up?"Lee asked Dotty.

"Yeah, Phillip's in his room and I think Jamie's still down in the basement in his darkroom working on his yearbook project."

"Good, I was hoping to get them to help with unloading my mom's stuff from the van," Lee said.

"Oh, I see," Dotty said. It had been eight months since learning of her daughter and son-in-law's real occupation, but it sometimes still unnerved her how they were able to so easily shift from talking about being attacked to talking about routine things. "No one was hurt tonight, were they?"

"Only the guys who jumped us," Lee said.

"Oh," Dotty said, her eyes widening.

Sensing her discomfort, Curt wrapped his arm around her shoulder and said, "It's okay, Dotty. They're good at what they do, remember?"

"Yeah," Dotty said then abruptly changed the subject. "We should really be heading home. The twins should be okay for a while. Jennie just had a bottle about an hour ago and Matt about a half of one. It's amazing to me how much that little girl can eat. Just like Amanda was when she was that age." She smiled and said, "She's such a little Amanda, except for her eyes. She definitely had your eyes, Lee."

"That she is," Lee agreed. "I just hope she doesn't grow up to have Amanda's temper."

"I've only just met your bride today and I've already seen a glimpse of it," Jennie concurred.

"No, you haven't," Lee said. "You've seen her aggravated, yes, but you haven't seen truly angry. Trust me when I say you don't want to."

"Hey, I heard that,' Amanda said from the doorway of the kitchen a box in her arms. She entered the room and set the box down on the counter. gave her husband a quick kiss and said, "It's not like you don't have a good temper yourself or do I need to remind of you of the huge fight we had when I got caught up in that human trafficking deal."

"You mean, when those guys kidnapped you and planned to sell you to the highest bidder. Yeah, I remember. I was ready to kill those guys with my bare hands for talking about you like you were just a piece of property."

"You two have certainly been through a lot together, it seems," Jennie said.

"Yeah, we have," Lee said and then glanced at the box she'd brought in and said, "So, what's this?"

"Oh, I stopped by the storage place because I thought your mom might like to have some things from your old home."

Lee shook his head and said, "You amaze me. Speaking of which, I should go get the boys busy unloading the van."

"Okay," she said.

"You have things from our old home?" Jennie said in surprise.

"Yes, Bob had the furniture and things from your house in storage for years and when he found out that Lee and I were married and expecting, he turned them over to us. I know you felt a little awkward about staying her with us, so I thought it might help if you had some of your own things here to make you more comfortable."

"That's...that's really terribly sweet of you," Jennie said blinking back tears, deeply touched by her daughter-in-law's thoughtfulness. The more she got to know Amanda, the more she felt indescribable happiness that her son had chosen such a wonderful woman to share his life with, to be the mother of his children.

"Oh, it was nothing," Amanda said. "It was on the way home, so I thought I'd stop. Maybe some time soon, we can go there together and you can decide if you want anything else out of it."

"Amanda, Darling, Curt and I are going to go," Dotty interjected.

"Okay, Mother," Amanda replied giving her mother a quick kiss on the cheek. "Thank you so much for staying with the kids tonight."

"Oh, it was my pleasure. You know how much I love spending time with my grandchildren. Speaking of which, do you and Lee have any plans to give me any more?"

"Mother, really, I was just released from the doctor after giving birth to the twins."

"Oh, I'm well aware of that, Amanda, but what better time to start talking about it, now that you and your impossibly adorable husband and rekindled your...romance."

"Goodnight, Mother," Amanda said with a shake of her head.

"Goodnight, Love," Dotty said as she and Curt made their way to the front door.

Jennie shook her head and said, "Your mother is quite...exuberant."

"You should have seen her after my divorce. She was relentless in trying to get me married again," Amanda said with a soft chuckle. "Come on, let's get you settled.' She picked up the box she'd brought in and headed down the hall to the guest room next to the nursery.

"Perhaps she just wanted to see you happy again," Jennie said as she followed Amanda, continuing the conversation as they went. "You're a mother too. Surely, you can understand a mother's need to see her child happy."

"Oh, I understood exactly what she was doing," Amanda answered. "I just kept telling her that I wasn't ready and truthfully, I really wasn't, not until I met Lee. It's funny because when I met Lee, I was dating this wonderful man who loved me and loved Phillip and Jamie. He asked me to marry him several times and I kept telling him no. I thought at one point that I might say yes, but then...then I met Lee that day in the train station and it was all over for poor Dean. I knew if I could feel such an intense attraction for a man I'd just met; there was no way that I could ever be truly happy with Dean, even as good as he was to me and my boys." Amanda paused as she set the box down on the bed. "You know, I think a lot of my mother's insistence that I accept Dean's proposal had to do with the boys. It broke her heart to see them being raised without a father when she and my dad had thirty years together."

"I'm sorry, but didn't I just meet their father tonight? He seemed to be quite the loving father to them."

"Oh, he is. He loves them very much. There's not a doubt in my mind about that, but he was never around for them when they were little." Amanda filled Jennie in on Joe's work history and how it took him out of the country a lot. "Even before he took the job, when we were first married and I was expecting Phillip, he was so busy with law school that he wasn't around as much. Then by the time Jamie came along and he had just graduated, he was home more, but not long after Jamie was born, he took the job with the EAO and that's when our marriage began to really fall apart because we were never together. I began to feel like an outsider in my own marriage and he did too."

"That must have been incredibly lonely for you," Jennie said.

"It was," Amanda acknowledged as she began to unpack the box, unwrapping knick-knacks. "With Lee, it's just the opposite. We do just about everything together. With Joe, it was as if we were living two separate lives. He kept me out of a lot of his work life, but Lee and me...We're partners in everything. I'll never forget when I first met him and how he tried to shut me out too. He was...well...he was different than he is now. He was gruff, aloof and sometimes even a little rude, but being a mother to two little boys, I tried to look past all of that and when I did, I saw this lost little boy behind that hardened exterior and I got the feeling that he was searching for something he was missing. I knew without him even telling me that he'd had a rough childhood, long before I knew he was an orphan. Does that make any sense?"

"It makes perfect sense. It seems you've got a natural motherly instinct," Jennie said with a smile as she bent to pick up a ceramic figure that Amanda had just unwrapped. A pang of sadness crossed her face.

"That's what Lee always says," Amanda replied as she turned to her mother-in-law. At seeing the pained expression on her face, she said, "Are you okay?"

"Yes," Jennie said. "It's just this...this Venus statuette...It brings back memories. Matthew gave it to me for my twenty-ninth birthday. He said it was because I was his Venus, his...his goddess." Silent tears began to slip down her cheeks as she continued, "That was the day that I told him that I was expecting our son."

"Jennie, I'm sorry," Amanda said sincerely. "I didn't mean to cause you any pain. I only wanted to make you more comfortable."

"No, Amanda, don't apologize. It was a lovely gesture and I appreciate it more than you know. I just...I thought these things were long gone, that I'd lost every gift my husband had ever given me."

"Well, now that's not true," Amanda said. "You have your son and I think he's the greatest gift of all. At least he has been to me."

"Right you are," Jennie said smiling through her tears. She hastily wiped her tears away and said, "You're really, truly in love with my son, aren't you?"

Amanda smiled and answered, "Completely." As she heard Lee and the boys re-entering the house, she said, "Speak of the devil."

"I don't want him to see me like this," Jennie said.

"I'll head him off for you," Amanda said as she hurried out the door. "Hey, guys," she called as she approached her husband and sons. "Can you just set those down in the hall outside the door to the guest room? We don't want to overwhelm her."

The boys murmured their ascent, obeyed their mother's instructions while Lee looked at her quizzically and said, "Everything okay?"

"Fine, Sweetheart,' Amanda answered quickly."Your mom and I were just having a little girl talk. I'll just take this one." She took the box in his hands from him. "Can you make sure the boys have their homework done and get them into bed for me so I can help your mom?"

"You sure you don't want me to help too?"

"Mm-mm, now scoot," She planted a quick kiss to his lips, returned to the guest room and closed the door behind her.

"Thank you, Amanda," Jennie said gratefully. "I must admit, this has been harder than I thought it would be."

"Come on, now, you couldn't have imagined that it would be easy. You've been away from your family for more than thirty years. You had to know that it would be awkward seeing Lee again after so long."

"It's not just seeing Lee again. It's all the memories that it's bringing back," Jennie said as she busied herself unpacking the box that Amanda had brought in and pulled out a photo of Matthew in his army uniform. "Matthew and I had such plans..." she said wistfully as she lovingly touched her husband's face in the faded photo."We wanted more children and when this mess with Blackthorne happened, I'd just learned that we were expecting our second child. I never got a chance to tell him, before..." Her voice trailed off.

"Listen, I know this doesn't make it any easier, but we _will_ find your daughter," Amanda said confidently. "There's a reason we're considered to be the best team in the business." She reached for her mother-in-law's hand, squeezed it firmly to reassure her. "We don't give up on anything and I promise you that we won't give up until we have your whole family back together."

"Thank you, Amanda," Jennie said as she squeezed Amanda's hand in return and then chuckled softly. "It seems that I'm saying that a lot today. You, you're such a wonder. My son is incredibly lucky to have you."

"And I'm incredibly lucky to have him," Amanda replied. She released Jennie's hand and said, "Come on, let's get you unpacked.

"I appreciate the offer, Amanda, but if you don't mind, I'd rather do the rest myself. I may start to break down again and as wonderful as you've been, if that happens, I'd rather do that in private."

Amanda nodded and said, "I understand. I should go check on my babies anyway. There are two more boxes in the hall when you're done with these two."

Jennie nodded, smiled warmly at Amanda and said once again, "Thank you," as Amanda left the room. Once the door had closed behind her, she sank to the bed with her husband's photo and dissolved into tears.


	17. Chapter 17

After leaving Jennie alone with her thoughts, Amanda walked to the room next door, tiptoes into it, found her two infants sounds asleep and then tiptoed back out again, making her way across the living room to another similar hallway housing the boys' rooms and their shared bathroom. She poked her head into Jamie's room first and at seeing him sitting up in bed with a book, said, "It's bedtime, Jamie."

"Mo-om," Jamie protested.

Amanda sat on the side of his bed, gently pulled the book from his hands, set it aside on his nightstand and said, "No arguments. You've need to go to sleep. You've got school in the morning. Now, come on."

"Okay, okay," Jamie said as he took his glasses off set them on the nightstand with his boy and slid down beneath his blanket.

Amanda, out of habit, pulled the covers up over him and when he glared at her, she said, "I know. You think you're too old for me to tuck you in, but you're always be my baby, no matter how old you are."

"Even though you have new babies," Jamie asked in surprise.

"You're_ all_ my babies," Amanda said. "Even when you're forty and may have babies of your own, you'll still be my baby. Now, get some sleep."

Amanda placed a kiss to his head, rose and made her way to the door, but was stopped by his voice, saying questioningly, "Mom?"

She turned to look at him and said, "What is it, Sweetheart?"

"Do you think Lee's mom feels the same way even though she's been gone for so long?"

Amanda smiled and said, "Yes, Jamie, I'm sure that she does." Having seen the visible pain on her face in talking about Lee and her dead husband, she had no doubt that Jennie Stetson still thought of her son and her missing daughter as her babies. "Now, go on, go to sleep." She then flipped off the overhead light, closed Jamie's door, stepped into the hall and ran headlong into her husband who had just left Phillip's room. "Oh," she said startled. "I hate it when you do that."

Lee chuckled and said, "Tsk, tsk, tsk, five years at the agency and you still let me sneak up on you."

"You're impossible," Amanda said with a laugh as she slapped at him playfully. "Is Phillip in bed?"

"Yep, all tucked in and on his way to dreamland," Lee said as he took his wife's hand and they headed toward the living room together. They sank down on the couch together and Amanda immediately curled up in his lap, Lee sighed and said, "This has been a hell of a day," as he tugged at his tie.

"Here, let me," Amanda said as she reached for his tie to loosen the knot in it.

"So, you think my mother still thinks of me as her baby, huh?" he said amusement dancing in his eyes.

"You heard that, huh?"

"Mm-hmm," he said. "So?"

"I know she does," Amanda said as she stripped him of his tie, draped it over the arm of the couch then loosened the top two buttons of his shirt to make him more comfortable.

"Oh?" He said curiously, planting a soft kiss to her lips, "And what exactly did my mother say to you to make you so sure of that?"

"It wasn't so much what she said as her reaction to things," Amanda answered evasively, "And some of it was what she didn't say."

"There's that mother's intuition of yours kicking into overdrive again," Lee said as he draped an arm around her and pulled his wife closer. "So, what is it that she_ didn't_ say about me that has you thinking that way? It seemed like there was something pretty intense going on in there."

"We just had a nice little chat, one mother to another and that brought up some intense feelings" Amanda said as she linked her hands behind his head, idly toying with his hair before leaning in and nipping at the tender skin at his neck.

"Amanda," Lee said challengingly as he cupped her face firmly to force her to look at him, "just tell me what's going on."

"No," Amanda said as she shook her head, "mm-mm. This is a conversation that you should have with your mother, not me." She then returned to suckling the pulse point on his neck

"You think so, huh?" he said as he slid his hands to her waist.

"I know so," Amanda murmured against his neck.

"Well, just remember that I'm a highly trained agent and I have ways of making people talk," He said as he lightly nuzzled her neck with his lips, then looked her in the eye for a moment and said, "I'm _very_ skilled at interrogation techniques," then lowered his lips back to her neck and increased the pressure on the sensitive pulse point that he knew drove her crazy with need.

"Oh," Amanda gasped at the contact as she moved in to straddle his lap. "Is this a "Class C" interrogation?"

"Mm-hmm," Lee murmured against her skin as he slid her hands up her thighs slipping them under her skirt while he continued the assault on her neck with his lips.

Amanda nipped at his earlobe and whispered huskily, "But didn't you once tell that a "Class C" is a soft interrogation?" She then lowered her lips to his neck as she ground against him and added, "Because some things are not _soft_ at all."

Lee pulled his head back from her neck, grinned devilishly at her and replied, "I definitely know one thing that's not," as he tugged on the back of her head and pulled her down to him to capture her lips in a searing kiss. Amanda opened her mouth to his to deepen the kiss and loosened more buttons on his shirt, sliding her hands inside to caress his bare chest as she rocked against him, further inflaming their mutual desire. ""Manda," he groaned.

They abruptly broke their kiss as they heard footsteps and the sound of a proper British voice saying, "Oh, pardon me." Jennie Stetson at seeing the pair entwined in a passionate embrace and her son's hands hidden beneath his wife's skirl, did a quick about-face.

"No, Jennie, it's okay," Amanda said trying to catch her breath as she attempted to rise from her husband's lap, but Lee having removed his hands from under her skirt grasped her hips and held her in place.

"Don't you dare move," he hissed into her ear low enough for only her to hear. It was one thing for his mother to tease him about their time in the gazebo. It was something else entirely for her to see him with a raging hard-on. He desperately tried to get a grip, at least temporarily, on the desire he had for his wife.

"I...um...I'm terribly sorry to interrupt your...um...private time. I should...I should..." She trailed off and gestured toward her room.

Lee sighed and said, "No, Mom, it's okay. We...uh...we should have kept our...um..._-private time_...as you put it, confined to our bedroom. It's...it's just that we're not used to having anyone else in the house up and about after the kids go to bed and..."

"I quite understand," Jennie said feeling a little guilty that she'd disturbed them.

Amanda chuckled at Lee's embarrassment while he just scowled at her in response before she turned to Jennie and said, "Did you need something?"

"Oh...yes, I'd just begun unpacking the last box which has my toiletries in it and I was wondering whether it would be all right if I put them in the hallway bathroom. As a guest in your home, I didn't want to overstep my boundaries..."

"You're not, Mom, it's fine," Lee answered not hiding his frustration at being interrupted very well and a little irritated that after their conversation earlier, she still acted as if she were an outsider in his home. More than that, she acted as if she were an outsider in his life. What more did she need to convince her that he was willing to give her a chance? They'd invited her into their home, hadn't they? He and Amanda had both protected her from the attack on her tonight. He bit back all the things he wanted to say and instead kept himself to the topic at hand. "That bathroom is hardly ever used because the boys have one that they share between their rooms and we have our own private one through our bedroom. Feel free to take the whole damn thing over if you want."

Amanda glared at Lee for his tone, then turned back to Jennie and said, "I think what Lee is trying to say is that you're more than just a guest. You're family, so feel free to make yourself at home. We want you to be comfortable here," Amanda then turned her gaze back to her husband and said pointedly, "Don't we, Sweetheart?"

"Yes," Lee said with a smile turning his attention to his mother. "Our home is your home."

Jennie smiled and said, "Thank you," as she exited the room to head to her own.

Amanda smiled at her husband and said, "That was very nice of you."

Lee sighed and said, "She _is _my mother." He kissed her softly and said, "So, are you going to tell me what that girl talk was about or not?"

"mm-mm," Amanda said with a shake of her head as she slid off his lap to make her way down the hall. She then turned back toward him and said with a seductive grin, "At least not until you keep the promise you made to me in the gazebo."

Lee leapt from his seat on the couch, quickly caught up to his wife, captured her by the waist and said, "Oh, is that what it will take," as he nuzzled her neck

"And you know, I've been off work for a while, so I think you may need to help me brush up on my "Class C" interrogation skills," she purred.

"Oh, I can do that," Lee said as he walked her past his mother's room toward their bedroom at the end of the hall. "You see, it starts with sweet-talking," he whispered in her ear as Amanda pushed open their bedroom door.

Jennie walked down the hall toward the guest bathroom, box of toiletries in hand, just in time to see her son and daughter-in-law enter their bedroom and close the door. As she set the box down on the counter, she heard Amanda emit a loud squeal. She closed the bathroom door so as not to intrude on their privacy. As she unpacked her personal items she reflected back on a time when she and her husband had been that in love. While she was saddened by the bittersweet memories that had been brought to the front of her mind tonight, she couldn't help smiling slightly at the happiness her son had found with his lovely and thoughtful wife. She only hoped that when they found her daughter, they'd find her to be just as happy.


	18. Chapter 18

**April 27, 1988**

The next morning, Jennie entered the kitchen to find it bustling with activity, Phillip and Jamie chattering at the kitchen table, while Lee was at the counter in front of an electric griddle, his right hand cradling his infant son against his shoulder while he used his left to flip pancakes. He glanced up for just a moment and said, "Good morning."

"Good morning," Jennie said with a smile at seeing her son looking so chipper so early in the morning.

"There's coffee over there. Cups are in the cabinet above it. Help yourself," Lee said with a nod to the coffee make on the corner of the countertop behind him. "Unless you'd prefer tea," he added almost as an afterthought as it occurred to him that she'd often drunk tea during his childhood while his father had preferred coffee, his mind flashing back to the delicate china teacup he and Amanda had found in the hidden sub-basement of their old family home.

"Oh, no, that's quite all right, my dear," Jennie replied as she opened the cupboard he'd indicated and pulled out a mug. "Coffee will be fine." She poured a cup of the steaming liquid.

"Cream's in the fridge," Lee said while still keeping his eyes on his task. "Spoons in the drawer next to it."

Jennie retrieved the cream from the refrigerator, added a dollop to her cup, idling stirring it as she approached her son. "Where's Amanda?" she inquired.

"In the nursery, getting Jennie fed and ready for the day. Matty here's already been taken care of."

"Do allow me to help you," Jennie said with a gesture to the baby on his shoulder.

"I got it," Lee said. "I'm getting pretty good at juggling these days." He smiled briefly at his tiny son, then turned his attention back to the griddle in front of him, removing golden-brown pancakes from its surface and dividing them between two plates.

"Are you sure?" Jennie asked. "I don't mind helping with the children."

"Yes, I'm sure," Lee replied as he continued with his task. "Hungry?" He said with a nod to one of the plates.

Jennie noticed that when she'd offered to take the baby, he'd tightened his hold on his son. She frowned as she wondered if he didn't fully trust her. She supposed she wouldn't blame him if he didn't. She wanted to ask him but decided against it. Observing that there were only two plates, she instead replied with a nod that direction, "What about you and Amanda?"

"One of these is for you and one's for Amanda," Lee answered. "I'm not much of a breakfast eater."

"Oh, I see," Jennie said, a bit dismayed at this new bit of information about her son. "That's not very healthy."

"That's what I've been telling him for years," Amanda said as she entered the room, baby Jennie cradled in her arms.

Lee smiled and said, "And you've never yet managed to change my mind on that score. I can be just as stubborn as you, you know."

"Don't I know it," his wife replied with a teasing grin as she leaned in for a quick kiss.

"Here, you eat," Lee said as he used his free arm to scoop his daughter up, propping her against his left shoulder.

"Thank you, Sweetheart," Amanda replied as she picked up a plate and headed toward the kitchen table. When she noticed her mother-in-law still standing stock-still, she said, "Jennie, are you going to join us?"

Jennie shook her head having briefly been mesmerized by her son's ability to balance two infants and still pay attention to both of them. "Of course," she replied as she picked up her own plate and followed behind Amanda, the boys' voices suddenly becoming hushed as they approached.

As she sat down, she could hear Jamie whisper to his brother, "Ask her."

"No, you ask her," Phillip hissed back.

"I'm not gonna' ask her," Jamie fired back. "That would just be weird."

"You're weird anyway. That's why you should ask her," Phillip countered still in a soft tone.

"Fellas, what have I always taught you about whispering," Amanda said in a scolding tone. At seeing the stern look on their mother's face, Phillip and Jamie both turned their attention back to their plates. "What are you talking about that you felt you needed to whisper?"

"Nothing," they replied at once, followed by Phillip nudging his brother with his elbow and hissing, "Do it."

"No way," Jamie said with a shake of his head.

"Guys, come on," Lee interjected as he approached the table rocking both babies. "What's going on here? Your mother asked you a question and you owe her an answer."

"See what you started," Jamie said with a scowl at his brother.

"Me? I didn't start it. You did. You're the one who said-" Phillip broke off abruptly not wanting to complete his sentence and reveal what they'd been talking about.

"Fellas, enough!" Amanda said. "Somebody better tell me what's going on now or we're gonna' have some extra chores handed out around here. With a place this big, there's always stuff to do." The boys glared at one another and both remained silent. "Okay, fine. Let's try it this way. You weren't being all that quiet with your whispering, so I heard you saying something about "ask her." Is there something you wanted to ask me?"

"No, not you," Jamie said softly as he poked at his pancakes with his fork keeping his head down to avoid making eye contact.

"Then who?"Amanda said. "Jennie?"

Phillip nodded. "We...or actually, Jamie, more than me, really...um...wanted to know...never mind. It's stupid."

"Phillip, if there's something you want to ask me and it's of great importance to you, it's not stupid," Jennie answered gently before their parents could reply. "You can feel free to ask me anything you like."

Jamie finally looking up from his plate, looked directly at Jennie and said, "Okay, we were curious since you're Lee's mom and Lee's kinda' like our dad, are we supposed to call you Grandma?"

"Or since Lee's not really our dad even though he treats us like he is, should we call you Mrs. Stetson?"Phillip chimed in.

Jennie laughed and said, "Well, that is most certainly not a stupid question. I imagine this all must be terribly confusing for you boys. If I were in your position, I would want to know the same thing. The answer if very simple. I want you to call me whatever you makes you feel comfortable. I know that you have a grandmother that you love very dearly and I'm a perfect stranger to you, so if you don't want to call me grandma, you don't have to. However, since we are family, I feel that Mrs. Stetson is a bit too formal, don't you agree?"

Jamie nodded, while Phillip said, "I guess so."

"How about we work out a compromise and you call me Jennie," She suggested.

Jamie looked at his mother nervously and said, "But Mom always says that it's disrespectful to call a grown-up by their first name."

"That's not exactly what I said," Amanda replied. "I said that you should never call a grown-up by their first name without their permission and Jennie just gave you her permission."

"Oh," Jamie said breathing a sigh of relief.

"Now that that's settled, you two had better finish your breakfast and then finish getting ready for school so you don't miss your bus," Lee said just as Dotty entered through the back door.

"Good morning, Everyone," Dotty said cheerily as she entered the kitchen to which she received greetings in response from her family.

"Are you hungry?" Lee asked. "The griddle's still warm if you want some pancakes."

"Oh, no, thank you, Lee, Darling," Dotty replied. "Curt made me the most wonderful crepes for breakfast this morning."

"A man that can cook, huh?" Amanda said with a warm smile at her husband. "Tell me again why you haven't accepted any of his many marriage proposals?"

"Does the name Dean ring a bell?" Dotty fired back.

"Pfft, that guy?" Lee said with disdain. "He never had a prayer. Now, your pilot friend on the other hand...This isn't the first time that he's still been around in the morning to fix you breakfast." He grinned at his mother-in-law.

"You know, I'm suddenly deciding that this is none of your business," Dotty said glancing at first her daughter, then her son-in-law. "Either of you."

"Hmm," Amanda said. "You know, that's funny because argument never worked for me when you were trying to marry me off to every man I ever had a date with after my divorce."

"That's different," Dotty said.

"How?" Amanda said.

"Because I'm your mother and because you have two children who needed a stable male role model."

"Well, they have that now," Amanda said as she finished her pancakes and rose from the table. "Speaking of which, a certain stable male role model and I need to be on our way to the office soon."

When Dotty reached for the babies, Amanda glanced at her husband who kept a firm grip on his children. "Come on, now, Sweetheart. We go through this every morning. You can't take the twins to work with you." She gently lifted baby Jennie from his arm and handed her to her mother.

"Yeah, I know," Lee grumbled as he finally released his hold on his son, handing him off to Dotty as well. "I just haven't gotten to spend as much time with them as you have."

"Oh, I know," Amanda said. "But one thing you learn about kids after years of practice is that it's not always the amount of time you spend with them that matters, but what you do in that time."

"That's very wise," Jennie said a little relieved to find that his refusal of her offer to help him with the baby earlier had nothing to do with her, but more to do with his desire to spend time with his children. She was very glad that she hadn't brought up the subject and risked her already tenuous relationship with him. "Should I come with you in case there are more questions about the investigation?" she inquired.

"No, Mom, I want you to stay here where you'll be safe," Lee said. "At least until we know more about who was doing the shooting last night and why."

"But what if they were to attack here?"

"That's not likely to happen," Lee said. "My brilliant wife forged a paper trail last night to make it look as if you were just transferred to another safe house under the agency's control. If there are still guys out there after you and they try attacking there, all they'll find is a building full of agents. Even if by some remote chance, they would figure it out and attack here, they'd have a hell of a time getting in. You may have noticed that secure gate out front, with a numbered keypad entry and that the house is well-hidden from the street."

"That's one of the things that appealed to us about this house when we bought it, that's it set way back off the road," Amanda explained. "Doing what we do, we wanted to make sure that our home is as protected as it can be."

"Besides that," Lee said with a smile at his mother, "A lady who sleeps with a pistol under the pillow shouldn't have anything to be afraid of."

Jennie couldn't help but laugh and said, "I suppose that I'm just still a little anxious after so many years on the run."

"Listen, you don't have to run anymore. You're safe here and I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure that you stay that way. Besides, I'm sure Dotty wouldn't mind a helping hand with the twins."

"Not at all," Dotty replied. "Managing both of them at once can be a bit of a challenge."

"There you go. It's all settled and we'll call if there are any more questions."

"All right," Jennie said with a sigh as she watched her son and his wife say good-bye to everyone and depart for the day.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Upon arriving at the agency, the Stetsons were informed my Mrs. Marston that Billy had requested their presence in his office right away, so they quickly made their way there. As soon as they walked in, Billy said, "Sit down, you two," and then with a nod to Francine began, "Francine was just filling me in on last night's events and I've been looking over your reports on it. You think this is still something related to Blackthorne?"

"It'd be pretty damned coincidental if it didn't," Lee said vehemently.

"We're not sure just yet, Sir," Amanda said as she placed a calming hand on Lee's arm. "We did uncover some evidence that D'Angelo and Blackthorne may have been working together, but we still have some investigating to do."

Billy nodded and said, "For now."

"What do you mean, Sir," Amanda said with a wary glance at him, knowing all too well how Lee would be if his mother's case were assigned to someone else who didn't have his vested interest in it. "You're not pulling us from this case?"

"No, Amanda," Billy said. "Just you. That is, you can help Lee with this case for now, but I have another assignment for you starting this afternoon. One that you were personally requested for. I'll have Francine fill in for you on this one to help Lee."

"Someone personally requested me, Sir?" Amanda questioned.

"Now, hold on just a damn minute," Lee said. "I just got my partner back and now you're taking her away from me again?"

"Tsk, tsk, tsk," Francine said with a shake of her head. "This is what happens when you get your partner pregnant."

Lee scowled at Francine and said, "Zip it, Francine."

"You see what I've had to put up with while you've been on maternity leave?" Francine said to Amanda with a grin. She then turned to Lee and said, "I swear getting married and settling down has made you soft."

Before the verbal sparring could escalate, Billy said, "Amanda, you've got a two o'clock appointment at the Zaqiran embassy to liaison with their security people."

Amanda smiled and said, "I understand. Rheza and Penny will be in DC on Friday."

"Right," Billy said. "I had a feeling that you'd already know they were coming. You and the princess seemed to hit it off pretty well the last time she was here."

"Yes, Sir, we did," Amanda replied. "We've been writing letters back and forth ever since. The last one I got from her, she said they were going to be in town and wanted to make a lunch date."

Billy smiled and said, "This is why you were personally requested to handle security for the reception being held in their honor Friday night. You'll want to take as many extra precautions as possible because this is the first time that they've been back in the states since their son was born. Anyone with a grudge against the parents would be likely to take a potshot at the child to get to them."

Amanda nodded and replied, "I understand."

"Excuse me, Sir," Francine interjected. "But wouldn't I be better equipped to handle this sort of job? I mean, I've handled tons of these security things and I'm better at mingling with royalty than anyone else at the agency."

"Oh? Should we remind you of your encounter with Prince Eddie?" Lee quipped.

"Well, he was just a barbarian," Francine fired back. "That hardly counts and anyway, wouldn't you be much happier if I were working embassy security so you can have your partner back?"

"Francine, all of your points are very valid ones," Billy said.

"So, does that mean I can trade jobs with Amanda?" Francine asked with an excited smile toward her boss.

"No," Billy answered. When Francine's smile turned into a frown, he said, "I'm sorry, Francine, but the prince and princess specifically requested Amanda when they made their travel plans and I'm afraid we have no choice but to honor that request."

"That's so not fair," Francine pouted.

"That's just the way it is, Francine," Billy said. "Now, enough arguing. All of you get to work."

All three dispersed and as they exited Billy's office, Lee said, "Okay, since I only have you for half the day today, let's start with that hospital my sister was born in."

"You got it," Amanda said.


	19. Chapter 19

Once Lee and Amanda had departed for the day and the boys were off to school, Jennie and Dotty were left alone with just the babies, Jennie holding her namesake while Dotty held her brother. Jennie looked at her son's mother-in-law curiously and asked, "So, are mornings her always so...so...frantic?"

Dotty chuckled and replied, "Frantic? Oh, no, this isn't frantic. You should see this household on a day when the boys don't get to bed on time and we have trouble getting them up for the day. I can't count how many times they've just barely made their bus to school. I imagine it's only going to be more hectic going forward now that my daughter's back at work. I tried to convince her to take some more time off to be with the babies, but she insisted that she wasn't giving up a career that she worked hard for."

"I understand that, actually," Jennie said. "I took a little time off when Lee was born, but I loved what I did, loved that my job helped people."

"Yes, but it hurt you, hurt you son. You have no idea how much that young man has been through in his life. I'm only beginning to understand it myself and I've been here getting to know him." She fixed Jennie with a stern look and continued, "Of course, you can feel free to tell me that it's none of my business, but I have to ask. If you could go back, faced with the same choice, would you still continue to work in such a dangerous career, knowing the damage that it did to your child? Or, I guess I should say children since you have a daughter out there who doesn't even know you exist."

Jennie sighed, thought for a long moment and answered. "Yes, I would. If you could just try to understand how important the work that we did, the same work that your Amanda does is...How important it is to the word, you wouldn't ask me something like that."

"Hmph," Dotty grumbled. "No. No, I think I would. That's the same kind of nonsense that Joe King used to spout when he and Amanda were still married: the excuse he used for never being here for his family the way that a husband and father should be. I can't tell you the number of heated arguments that he and Amanda had over it or how many times she pleaded with him to stay home with her and their children."

"Hmm," Jennie said thoughtfully. "He seemed like such a nice man when he was here last night to bring the boys home."

"Oh, he is. Joe is one of the nicest men you'll ever meet in your life and he had these big dreams of saving the world, but at the cost of his family. Just like you. You sacrificed your family for the same reason and your children suffered for it, just like my grandchildren suffered for what their father did, just like my daughter suffered thinking she had a husband who didn't love her enough to stay home with her. I imagine that while Lee does the same job that you did, that he doesn't understand it any better than I do. If you could see the way he is sometimes...there's this glimmer, just every once in a while of the scared, lonely little boy, especially now that you're back in his life. He's got to feel a little of the same way that Amanda did, feeling that his mother didn't love him enough to be there for him."

"You don't understand," Jennie argued. "It's because I love my son that I stayed away. It was far too dangerous for him for me to have anything to do with him while I still had someone out there who would try to kill me if they knew that I hadn't been killed in that car accident."

"All the more reason that you should have given up the dangerous career of yours before it got to that point, the you would never have been in that danger and neither would Lee. I only wish that I could get my stubborn daughter to see that before something happens to her or her children. It terrifies me to think each time that she walks out that door may be her last and that she may never walk back through it again. I blame _you_ for that."

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Lee paused just outside the entrance to Providence Hospital. Amanda looked at him curiously and at seeing the look of uncertainly on his face, said, "Sweetheart?" as she placed a hand on his arm.

"Hmm?" Lee murmured in reply. He glanced just briefly at his wife and then back to the doors of the hospital.

"Are you okay? You sure you're ready for this?" Amanda asked worriedly as the deer-in-the-headlights look on her husband's face. She knew that look well. It was the one that he wore when he was afraid, but didn't want to admit that he was.

"I...Um..." he shook his head and looked back at her. "I don't know. This..." His voice trailed off and he sighed. "This..." he gestured toward the doors. "I-I-I feel like whatever we find out in here is going to change everything. I thought I put all this past stuff behind me, laid all my ghosts to rest, but now...now, I feel more haunted than ever."

"I can go in there alone," Amanda suggested. "Ask the questions we need to ask that will take us to our next lead."

"No," Lee replied with a firm shake of his head. "No," he repeated in a firmer tone. "One thing I've learned about ghosts is that if you don't confront them head-on, they just keep haunting you until you do." He took both of her hands in his, brought them to his lips, kissed each one of them and said, "You taught me that."

Amanda squeezed his hands comfortingly, then released them, linked her arm with his and said with a nod, "Come on, then. Let's get in there and do some ghost-busting."

Lee couldn't help chuckling at her comment as he nodded in agreement and they made their way through the hospital's doors arm in arm. "Yeah. Just call me Bill Murray."

As they approached the reception desk, Amanda took the lead, whipped out her badge to identify herself and explained to the receptionist, "We're here on a federal investigation, looking for information on a child who was born here May 14th, 1956 to a woman named Jenna Davis. She was given up for adoption immediately after her birth."

The receptionist stared blankly for a moment at the agency badge that Amanda held up and directed them to the records room and once Lee and Amanda had departed, immediately got on the phone.

Upon entering the records room, Lee and Amanda were greeted by a forty-something nun who greeted them with a cool, "May I help you?"

Amanda again explained why they were there, smiling sweetly at the woman and concluded with, "Her life may be in danger. We're trying to track her down to protect her. We could use any help you could provide us, Sister." While Amanda didn't know for sure that Lee's unknown sister was in danger, it was entirely possible that she could be since Jennie had already been attacked. Whoever was behind those attacks might attempt to go after Jennie's daughter next, so she wasn't completely lying.

The nun looked at them, examining Amanda's badge for a moment, before replying, "What is the child's name?"

Lee and Amanda exchanged a look and then Lee said hesitantly, "We...uh...we don't know for sure. All we know is her mother's name, her birth date and that she was adopted the day she was born."

The nun gazed at them coolly and replied, "Do you know how many babies were born in 1956?"

"Yes, we know," Amanda answered, but we do have the mother's name, Jenna Davis, and the date, so that should narrow it down."

"Give me a moment," the woman replied as she began typing on the computer.

"Forget the computer records," Lee told her testily. "We've been through those and they were a dead-end. They only show the birth record, not what happened to her afterward."

"What exactly is it that you're looking for?" the nun replied.

"Anything that will tell us who adopted her or even what adoption agency was used," Amanda said. "It's urgent that we locate her as soon as possible."

"Very well," the other woman replied as she rose from her seat. I'll see what I can find in the original paper records."

"Thank you," Amanda replied with a warm smile just before the nun disappeared through a door behind her desk.

The nun had only been gone for five minutes when an older sixtyish nun entered the room. She glared icily at Lee and Amanda as she walked behind the desk to the door that the other nun had left through and called loudly, "Sister Rosemary, stop what you're doing this instant!" When the younger nun reappeared looking sheepishly at the elder, she then turned to sneer at the agents and said, "Who are you and what business do you have asking about Jenna Davis?"


	20. Chapter 20

"I beg your pardon," Jennie said in an affronted tone. "How the devil can you blame me for your daughter choosing her own career path? I've only just met Amanda so I couldn't possibly have any influence over her."

"It's very simple, really," Dotty began to explain. "You heard then telling the tale last night of how they met, how Lee was in danger and he recruited Amanda to help him."

"Yes, of course," Jennie answered. "It felt very much as if I were reliving my own memories."

Dotty nodded, "Well, let me tell you something, while you're right that you couldn't have had any influence over my daughter, you do have influence over your son, or rather his memories of you do, his memories of being motherless so young. That whole thing at the train station would never have happened to Amanda had your son not joined the intelligence community himself. Do you want to know _why _he did? Because of you and your husband, your reckless behavior that caused him to be orphaned."

"Now, you're being utterly ridiculous," Jennie snapped impatiently. "There are many other parents who work in dangerous careers, police officers for example, or firefighters. Many of them leave their children orphaned as well and no one berates them for doing so. They are lauded as heroes."

"Yes, true. I'm not saying that what you did wasn't heroic. It was very heroic, just as the job that my daughter and her husband do is heroic, but there's a big difference. Those children of policemen and firefighters you mentioned? They _know_ what happened to their parents," Dotty argued. "You see them on the news programs all the time, as you said, being praised to giving their lives to save others and how tragic it is. It's not only the danger of your work or your "death" that prompted your son to follow in your footsteps, it was the hope that one day, he might use his career to get the answers that he was deprived of about what really happened to you. You have no right coming here and stirring all of that up again when he's just found some peace and happiness in his life with my daughter and their children."

"Well, you have no right judging me when you couldn't possible understa-"

"You're right," Dotty cut her off. "I don't understand. I don't understand how any mother who loves her children could do what you did. What I _do _understand is that I love Lee as if he were my very own son and-"

"He's _not_ your son," Jennie interrupted, her jealousy of Dotty flaring again despite Amanda's calm explanation of the situation the night before. "He's _mine_ and you'd do well to remember that."

"That's something that _you_ should maybe have remembered thirty years ago," Dotty fired back. At seeing her wounded look on the other woman's face, Dotty explained further, "Look, I don't think that you're a bad person, but I think you made some bad choices." She sighed and continued with a smile and a nod toward her granddaughter in Jennie's arms. "There is something good that came from it. We're obviously going to have to agree to disagree on this, but I wouldn't have had any kind of peace if I didn't speak my mind."

"I can see where Amanda gets that from," Jennie said with an awkward chuckle.

"Oh, I'm much worse than she is," Dotty said with a genuine laugh before turning serious again. "Listen, Mrs. Stetson..."

"It's Jennie."

"All right, Jennie, then. One thing that we agree on is that we both love our children, and we do share two beautiful grandchildren." She glanced down at the sleeping infant in her arms and then nodded again to baby Jennie, "Now, that we've gotten everything out in the open, we should attempt to put aside our differences for their sakes."

"I couldn't agree with you more," Jennie replied as she gazed down at the tiny little girl who bore her name who stared back at her wide-eyed, her dark eyes identical to those of her daughter-in-law's.

"I should put this little one down since he's fallen asleep on me again," Dotty told her as she made her way to the nursery.

Jennie nodded and followed her, "Amanda said that he sleeps more than his sister."

"I don't know that that's necessarily true," Dotty replied as she tucked Matt into his crib. "They sleep about the same amount. It's just that Jennie wakes up more often. She doesn't sleep as soundly so any tiny little thing will wake her, but she usually drops right back off unless she needs changed or fed."

"I see," Jennie said.

"In fact, I bet if you were to put her down, she'd go right back to sleep now." Dotty nodded toward her granddaughter. Jennie took her cue and gently laid the baby in her crib, softly stroking the child's fine, dark hair. "She looks a little like you."

"You really think so?" Jennie asked with a smile.

Dotty nodded. "The dark eyes, very much like yours." She paused as she watched the little girl suck her fist into her mouth as she began to drift off to sleep. "I'm going to make some tea. Would you like some?"

"That would be lovely," Jennie answered.

"Good," Dotty said with a firm nod as she and Jennie exited the room together. "We can get to know each other a little better while the children are sleeping." She still didn't approve of the other woman's actions, but Amanda had opened her home to her and she owed it to her daughter to at least make an effort.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

Lee and Amanda looked at one another exchanging a what-do-we-do-now look, Lee giving Amanda a pained face at their efforts to find his sister being halted. Amanda placed a hand n his arm to soothe him and looked then back at the older nun who'd abruptly put a stop to their inquiries. Before either could say a word, the woman stated, "I asked you a question. What business do you have asking for the records on Jenna Davis?"

Amanda once again whipped out her badge and introduced herself, "We're here on a federal investigation regarding the daughter she gave up for adoption. We have reason to believe that her life may be in danger. We'd appreciate any assistance you could give us, Sister...?"

"Jean-Marie," The woman answered in a clipped tone. She looked Amanda up and down, taking in her dark hair and eyes, smiled slightly and said, "Ms...Uh...Stetson...did you say?"

"Actually, it's _Mrs._ Stetson," Amanda corrected.

Sister Jean-Marie's smile faded at Amanda's amendment, the brief moment of hope she'd felt dwindling. "_Mrs_. Stetson, is it?" She looked at Amanda warily and at noticing the wedding set she wore, then glance at Lee, taking in the matching gold band on his hand. She looked at him sternly and asked, "And you are?"

"Lee Stetson," He answered a bit shakily as he pulled out his own ID to show it to her, "I...Um...Jenna Davis was...I mean, she _is_..."

The older nun softened at seeing Lee's discomfort, took him by the arm and led him toward the door behind the desk. "Come with me." She nodded to Amanda to follow. "Sister Rosemary, if anyone else arrives, tell them the record archives are closed for inventory purposes, do you understand?"

"Y-y-yes, S-s-sister," the younger woman stammered as she resumed her position at the desk.

Sister Jean-Marie led Lee and Amanda through the records room past row upon row of filing cabinets to the back corner farthest from the door, pulling a set of keys from the loosely-tied belt at the waist of her tunic as they reached a large filing cabinet that stood there from floor to ceiling. She then nodded to Lee and said, "Mr. Stetson, may I ask your assistance here?" She gestured to the cabinet. When he looked at her in confusion, she explained, "This needs to be moved and I'm afraid that I don't have the strength that I once did, arthritis, you know."

Lee looked at Amanda who just shrugged and then gave him an encouraging nod. Together, they heaved the bulky cabinet away from the wall and looked at one another in surprise to find a door hidden behind it. Lee shook his head and said softly, "Looks like something the agency would do."

"Follow me, please," Sister Jean-Marie commanded as she unlocked the door and led them into a much smaller room, flipping the light on as she did so. In this room, instead of rows of filing cabinets, they flanked each wall and a conference table sat in the center of the room. "Have a seat," The nun said.

As Lee and Amanda took seat opposite one another, they watched as Sister Jean-Marie walked straight to a cabinet across the room, keys in hand, unlocked it and retrieved a thick file from it, unceremoniously dropping it on the table. "Here, you are, Mr. Stetson. This is everything we have on your mother and what happened to your sister after she was born."

Lee gaped at the nun in shock. "I-I-I- How did you know?"

"Mr. Stetson, this hospital has serviced the needs of the intelligence community for years," She stated bluntly. "Many times, when an operative is in need of medical care that can't be a matter of public record, they're brought here and only the barest information is entered into our computer system and sometimes none at all. I was here when your mother gave birth to your sister and was one of only two people here at the hospital who was apprised of her situation by a CIA agent named Carpenter. When we started to use computers years later, he advised me to upload just the basic information about your mother, so that if you ever came looking for your sister, you'd know where to begin."

Lee glanced down at the file before him, wanting to open it, but not wanting to at the same time. Instead, he glanced at the nun and said, "Then why did you act as if we were public enemy number one when we asked?"

"All the classified files in our computer system are flagged so that if anyone arrives asking about them, I'm to be alerted immediately. The receptionist at the information desk saw the alert on it and called me the second you left her desk. I'm sure you understand, Mr. Stetson, that just like you, we have to protest our secrets."

Lee nodded in understanding and glanced back down at the file, his thoughts whirling wondering if he was ready for this. Was he really ready to track down a sister who didn't know he even existed? What would her reaction be? Was she one of many adopted children who'd longed to know where she came from? Or was she the kind who was perfectly happy with her life and saw her birth family as the enemy for abandoning her? A third possibility occurred to him as he stared at the file. Did she even know that the parents who raised her were not her own blood? Given her birth date, she would be thirty-two in less than a month. Surely, she knew that she was adopted by now. At that age, she might even be married and have a family of her own as he did.

At seeing Lee's hesitation, Amanda reached across the table for his hand and said soothingly, "Sweetheart, it's okay. Whatever we find in that file, we'll work through it together." She then released his hand, rose from her seat, walked to the other side of the table and linked her arms around him from behind, sensing that he would need her close by.

Lee nodded, swallowed hard, opened the file and began to peruse its contents, flipping past all the pages full of medical jargon, looking for anything that would give him a clue as to his sister's whereabouts after she'd left the hospital. Lee chuckled softly as he spotted something that caught his eye. "Huh." he said.

"What is it, Sweetheart," Amanda inquired.

"Elizabeth Lorraine Davis," Lee answered. "My...uh...Mom told me that that's what she and Dad were going to name me if I'd been a girl."

Amanda smiled. "Hmm, so it seems that even without all her memories, something of her still came through at the time." She recalled her own bout with amnesia a few years ago; how strange it had been that she remembered some things, but not others.

"I don't get it though," Lee said with a shake of his head. "She told me that she didn't know what her name was."

"And she didn't," Sister Jean-Marie replied. "The name she was given at birth was not the name that she left the hospital with." She gave him an encouraging nod. "Go on, keep reading."

Lee got to the end of the file, looked back at the nun and questioned, "This is it? This is all you have?"

"I'm afraid so," she answered.

"Then this has been a complete waste of my time," Lee snapped as he pushed the file roughly away from him, shoving it onto the floor as he shook off his wife and rose from his seat angrily. He turned on the nun and roared, "You could have just told me from the start that you didn't know where she was or...or...or who she was!"

"Lee, calm down," Amanda said as she reached for his arm to comfort him. When he shook her off, she bent to pick up the fallen file and indicated the last page of it. "Listen, we may not know who she is or where she is, but we have another lead." She then tugged at his arm again with her free hand and pointed at the file. "Look, right there." When he did as she asked, she continued, "See? There's the name of the adoption agency that was used. We can go there next."

"I'm afraid that won't be quite as easy," the sister interjected. "Private adoption records are sealed and given the secretive nature of this one, you'll need a lot more than just a federal ID to gain access to those records."


	21. Chapter 21

"Now, Jennie," Dotty began as she poured tea before sitting down, "You can tell me that it's none of my business, or that it's classified… Lord knows I've heard that dreaded word come out of my daughter's mouth more times than I can count since I first learned what IFF really is and what they really do there…So, I would completely understand if you tell me to go jump in a lake, but I _have_ to know…"

"Yes?" Jennie inquired with amusement dancing in her dark eyes at Dotty's ramble as she added milk to her tea.

"Why now? Why now when it's been nearly thirty-three years? I know from the bits that I've gathered from Amanda that part of the time, you didn't have all of your memories, but once you did, why didn't you ever try to contact Lee before, or at least give him something to let him know that you were still alive? Don't you think that's a bit cruel to come here now...now when he's finally happy?"

Jennie took a deep breath, shook her head firmly and answered, "No. It would have been much crueler to let him know that I was alive during his childhood. Lee was only five years old when…" She paused as she tried to keep her wits about her, took another deep breath and continued, "When I lost Matthew and...and only seven when I really began to regain my full memories. By that time, he was already settled with his uncle and safe. Through my contact at the CIA who kept me alive, I DID contact Bob, not directly, you understand, but enough that he would know."

"And?" Dotty probed as she sipped at her tea.

"Agent Carpenter, about a month or so later contacted me to tell me that he'd heard back from my brother-in-law and that Lee was having a very difficult time adjusting."

"So, there was more to your story about staying away than just not leading the bad guys to him?"

Jennie nodded. "Yes, of course, there was the bigger part of it during all of that once I realized how bad it was and Agent Carpenter, before the meeting with Bob took place told me that we'd been labeled as traitors while the perpetrators still roamed free, but initially, I wanted Lee with me, wanted us to be together. That was why I had arranged for contact with Robert to begin with, to set up a clandestine meeting so that I could be reunited with my son. I, of course, immediately cancelled the meeting and gave strict instructions after that not to let Lee know that I'd survived the crash."

"Wait a minute," Dotty interrupted. "So, are you saying that Bob has known all this time that you weren't killed in the crash?" Jennie slowly nodded. "But why?"

"He has his own reasons for not saying anything, I'm sure" Jennie answered in a clipped tone, not having much love for her brother-in-law's strict military code that extended into his personal life. She had a feeling just from the few things she'd heard already about Lee's upbringing, that that had also extended to her son.

Having learned from experience with her daughter and son-in-law, Dotty sensed that she wasn't going to get any further with that line of questioning and switched gears, "But what about your daughter?"

"I'd also planned for finding my her so that I could rear my children together. I planned for us to settle somewhere as far away from the intelligence community as possible. When I learned from Agent Carpenter just how far Blackthorne's arms reached, that he had infiltrated the CIA, I knew there was nowhere that he couldn't find me if he looked hard enough, especially if he knew that Lee was no longer with his uncle protected by the resources of the US military. So when I heard my daughter was settled and well cared for and that Lee was well-protected by the Air Force, I-I-I just couldn't…I couldn't jeopardize the safety of either of my children. I don't believe that Blackthorne ever knew that my daughter existed so she was safer with the family she was adopted into and..." Her voice trailed off as her sadness and the thoughts of everything she'd lost overwhelmed her again.

Jennie stared into the bottom of her teacup for a long moment as the tears she'd been trying to hold back finally began to slide down her cheeks. Dotty patted her arm consolingly causing her to look back up at the other woman. "I felt it would be unnecessarily cruel to tell my son that I was still alive. Knowing that he was already having a difficult time adjusting...knowing that I may never see him again, I couldn't do that to him, make his adjustment to life with his uncle all the more difficult...couldn't let him spend years pining for me...for something that may never be."

"But don't you see, Jennie, that is exactly what _did _happen," Dotty stated emphatically.

"I don't understand," Jennie replied as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

"I believe that a lot of Lee's turmoil, a lot of the trouble that he had in forming real relationships with people, especially women," Dotty sighed and shook her head, "I believe a lot of that stemmed from losing you so young...for pining for the mother that he never had."

"I don't believe that," Jennie replied. "Not when I see how close he is to Amanda, how deeply in love they are…"

"Now, yes, but it took them a long time to get where they are now. You've heard the story about them keeping their marriage a secret?"

"Yes, of course," Jennie answered.

"Well, I believe a lot of that came from his fear of losing Amanda...Even though he loves her desperately...the extreme nature of the job they do...it kept him in fear of losing her the way that he lost you. He said it was about protecting the children and maybe that was partially true...but I think a bigger part of that decision was blind panic at the thought of losing Amanda if it became public knowledge that he was married."

"So then why marry her at all?" Jennie questioned.

"I've asked myself that same question over and over again and the only answer that I can come up with is to prove to her that he was sincere. You see, the way that I understand it, Lee was quite the ladies' man before Amanda...flitting from one casual, frivolous relationship to another and living that way, he built himself kind of a bad reputation when it came to women."

"Yes, I heard that from one of his co-workers last night...a Miss...Desmond?"

"Yes, Miss Desmond...well, she would know...she was one of those "relationships." The point is...that I think he felt the need to prove to Amanda that she was more to him...that he was finally ready for something real...but at the same time...he loved her so much that he didn't want to risk her life...or the lives of her boys."

"He loves the boys very much too. I can see that," Jennie replied warmly.

"Yes...yes, he does," Dotty answered. "In fact-"

Dotty's statement was cut off by the slamming of the front door and Lee's voice shouting, "Don't tell me to calm down! That was the biggest waste of damn time we have ever spent on anything in all the years we've worked together!"

"I keep telling you that it wasn't a complete waste of time if you'll just cool down long enough to listen to reason," Amanda answered in her soothing motherly voice.

Dotty rose and asked, "Is everything okay?" as the pair entered the room but Amanda shook her head and gave her a let-me-deal-with-this look.

"How can you say that? Two damn hours at the hospital getting the damn runaround and another damn hour getting more runaround from the damn adoption agency!" Lee then violently yanked off his suit jacket and flung it across the kitchen counter. "Three wasted damn hours! And for what, huh?" Then mimicking a high-pitched female voice, he added in a scathing tone, "I am sorry, Mr. Stetson, but unless you're the mother or the child in question, I cannot provide you any information...adoption records are sealed."

Jennie moved toward the couple in an attempt to soothe her agitated son, but Dotty held her back with a shake of her head and mouthed, "Watch," then nodded toward Amanda.

"Well, it didn't help that you were badgering her and flashing your badge around like you were the king of the world, making threats, getting us thrown out..."

"It didn't make a damn bit of difference to that...that..."

"Sweetheart..." Amanda scolded.

Lee let out a deep sigh, raked a hand through hair and sank against the counter. "Amanda, this is my family we're talking about... How would you feel?"

"Pretty bad...I know." She then moved toward him and consolingly caressed his face with both hands. "I know this is hurting you...but we'll find the truth...okay...and we'll find your sister." She then lightly brushed her lips against his and then gestured to Jennie. "Now, the woman did say that the mother could request the records...and there she is right there...so all we have to do is..."

"NO." Lee shook his head and rose from his perch against the counter. "No, absolutely not! Someone tried to kill her last night and I am not going to let them try again. This might be just the thing to lead them straight to her!"

"I don't believe that's true, Lee," Jennie interjected. "No one ever knew that your father and I had a daughter. I gave her up under a pseudonym-"

"Yeah, yeah, I know...Jenna Davis. You think they couldn't have figured it out. _Someone_ last night knew who Jenna Davis was! They knew you were my mother!"

"Be that as it may-"

"Forget it! You're not going!"

"I'm afraid the decision is not up to you, My Boy," Jennie countered.

"Amanda, would you-" He looked to his wife for help.

"Oh, no, Sweetheart, you're on your own on this one." She grinned at him. "I'm due at the Zakiran Embassy in an hour."

"What? You're leaving me?"

"I'm not leaving _you_, but I _am_ leaving. I have a job to do..." she nodded to Jennie, "And so do you." She kissed him quickly then departed.

"Amand-" Lee began but stopped when he realized he was talking to the slamming front door. "Unbelievable." He then turned back toward his mother only to find her gone as well. "Where'd she go?" he asked of his mother-in-law.

"Oh, while you were arguing with Amanda, she said she had to run to her room to get something." Dotty answered cheerily, amusement dancing in her eyes at the flummoxed look on Lee's face.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" he growled at her.

"Lee, Darling, when are you going to learn that you are surrounded by stubborn women?"

"Great," Lee muttered as Jennie re-entered the room.

"Alright, Son," Jennie said as she slammed a clip into the pistol she'd used the night before. "Will it make you happy if I take this along when we go? You saw that I know how to use it if I need to. I may have been out of the business for a long time, but that doesn't mean I've forgotten how to protect myself. Years on the run will give you those skills." Without giving her son a chance to answer, she smiled sweetly and added as she tucked the pistol away, "Now, shall we go?"

"Fine," Lee grumbled as he snatched his jacket off the counter to cover up his own pistol and the pair made their way out the door.


End file.
